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, Baad ‘Pied Piper 
ay do. sir. That was s very distressing.” n 
| 2 Nes He was silent for a moment. ‘Then ne wid: Well, | 
i I don’t want to die that way oe See he ee that mat 
< yut right. Tell him I said so.” i 
o Vay good, sir.” | 2 
The old man moved away. I had been waiting behind : 


par: n while all this was going on because the porter had © - 


my letters. He gave them to me at the wicket, and I looked oe 
os A them through. “Who was that?” I asked idly. T 
© He said, “That was Mr. Howard, sir.’ 
are “Be seemed to be yay much a about his latter : 
ee end.” ate 
ee -The porter did not ai ‘Yes, sir. Many of che seule oe 
i men talk in that way as they get on. Mr. Howard has been 
>? member here for a great many years.” ae 
‘I said more courteously, ° ‘Has he? I don’t remember see 


Le ing him about.” 


‘The man said, “He has been abroad for the last. few j 
AS months, I think, sir. But he seems to have aged a great : 

deal since he came back. Getting rather frail now, 'm : ; 
afraid. a Sy a n 
pN l turned away. “This Bloody 1 war is hard c on men of his : 
Ea J said. ese tg Ge ee 
foe “Yes, sir. That’s very true.” : o 
[went in to the club, dune my gasmask on to a peg, un- k 
buckled my revolver belt and hung it up, and crowned 
the lot with my cap. I strolled over to the tape and studied 
the latest news. It was- neither good nor bad. Our Air 
Force was still ‘knocking hell out of the Ruhr; Rumania 
was still desperately bickering with her neighbours. TI he 
mews. was asit t had been for. three months, since F France was 





ee Pied Piper 


ai went cad had my ‘dinner. Howard. was a already i in othe ia 


a dining. room; apart from us the room was very nearly 7 
"empty. . He had a waiter serving him who was very nearly 8 
as old as he was himself, and as he ate his dinner the 


-waiter stood beside his table and chatted to him. I could — 


es hardly help. overhearing the subject of their conversa- 


tion. They were talking about cricket, Te- eliving t the Test 


Sora Matches of 19255 n a an wee 
Because I was eating alone I gnished before. Howard, D 
-o and went up to pay my bill at the desk. I said to the cash- gi 
ih et, “That waiter over there—what’ s his name?” co oer 
"Jackson; sir?” 


-o “That’s right. How long Has he been here?” One 
“Qh, he’s been here a long time. All his life, you inight 
; say. Eighteen ninety: -five or ninety-six he come here, I be 


a “That s a very long time.” S 
_ The man smiled as he gave me my change. ‘Te is, sir 
But Porson—he’ s been here longer than that.” | i 
© I went upstairs to the smoking room and dord i be- 
fore a table littered with periodicals. With idle interest I. 
turned over a printed list of members. Howard, Isaw, had 
_ joined the club in 1896. Master and man, ‘then, had l heen 
rubbing shoulders all their lives. Pe eee 
: or took a: couple. of illustrated weeklies: and ordered cot ji 
fee. Then I crossed. the room to where the two most com- 
fortable chairs i in my club stand side by side, and prepared 
to spend an hour of idleness before returning to my flat. 
Ina few minutes there was a step beside me and Howard 
owered his long body i in to the other chair. A boy, un 
sked, brought him coffee and brandy. o o 
Presently he spoke. He said etly, “Ie t really is ; 





extraordinary thing that you. can’t get a decent cup of cof- 
fee in this country. ‘Even in a club like this they c can n 
make coffee.” o > l gt tee cag eS eu ia | se 
>o Taid a my paper. If the old man wanted to talk to 
me, I had no great objection. All day I had been working 
with my eyes in my old-fashioned office, reading reports 
cand writing dockets. It would be good to take of my Spec- 
~tacles for a little time and un-focus my eyes. I was very 
tired. R a a 
I felti in my pocket for my spectacle case. I said, “A chap 


who deals i in coffee once told me that ground coffee won vt: 


a, that Vou have to buy the beans and grind it just. be 


fore you make it. But that’s what they won't do.” oe 
ays. ‘went on ee about cofe and hikoy 3 and 


ie said. “ A great mahy 7 years ago, in Exeter. But l ipa 
of aon after the last me eee oe | 





I said, “I used to go to Exeter a good deal when I was & 
boy.’ eee ef ee) hhh ENE Tbe 
oe The. old man said, ob know Exeter. very well indeed. dy 
ined there for forty years.” eee oe on 
ne “My uncle had a house at Starcross.”” 
“the name. 

He miled. “E used. to act for him. 


| friends. But that’ sa long time ago now.” 
: “Act for him?” | | 





< Pied Piper 


: the old days the life of. a country solicitor » was not an ex- 
acting one. | ; a 
-When he spoke of fishing and of France, it put me in n - 
faind of an experience of my own. “I saw some chaps ino 


France doing a damn funny sort of fly fishing,” I said. 


“They had a great bamboo pole about twenty- -five feet | 
long with the line tied on the end of it—no reel. They 
A used wet flies, and trailed them about in rough waters.” 
oe He smiled. “That’s right,” he said. “That’s how they do a 
a it. Where did you see them fishing like that?” 
“Near Gex,” I said. “Practically in Switzerland.” 


He smiled reflectively. “T know that country very well—_ pe 


, very well indeed,” he said. “Saint-Claude. Do you know.. 
Saint-Claude?” a 
= IL shook my head. “I don’ know the Jura. That’ s some- 
_ where over by Morez, isn’t it?” ) a 
=- “Yes—not very far from Morez.” He was silent for ge 
ae few moments; we rested together in that quiet room. Pres- 
a ently he said, “I wanted to try that wet-fly fishing in those 
_ streams this summer. It’s not bad fun, you know. You have | 
ao to know where the fish go for their food. Its not just a’ À 
matter of dabbing the flies about suywliete, You’ ve got to as 
- place them just as carefully as a dry oy -o 7 
: RRA I said. a 
"That's: the word. The strategy is really just the s same. ae 
| "There was another of those comfortable pauses. Pres- 
ently I said, “je ll be some time before we can go fishing | 
out there again.” ’ So it was. I who turned the conversation 
; to the war. It’s difficult to keep off the subject. oe 
He said, “Yes—it’ sa very great pity. ‘Thad to come away E 
before the water Was fit to fish. It’s not much good. out 
t. rere before t the very en f May. Before then the wate 





"Pied Piper So 


7? all muddy á and the rivers are running \ very y full—the a 


thawing snows, you know. Later than that, in August, 
 there’s apt to be very little water to fish i in, and it gets too — E 


: hot. The middle of June is the best time.” a 
‘J turned my head. “You went out there this year?” Be- les 


LES cause the end of May that he had spoken of so casually. was 


the time when the Germans had been pouring into France | 
Bens through Holland and Belgium, when we had been retreat- oo 
Loe e- ON: Dunkirk and when the French were being driven | 


back: to Paris and beyond. It didn’t seem to be a terribly 
good. time for an old man to have son, ae in the mid Be 
vale of France. | 


Ss He said, “I went out there i in April. I meant to stay for 
goe the whole of the summer, but I had to come away.’ Lh 
T I stared at him, smiling a little. “Have any dilfculey in | 
getting home?” Z 
“No,” he said. “Not really.” 
"You had a car, I suppose?” | i 
“No,” he said. “I didn’t have a car. I don’ t drive very 
a well, and I had to give it ups some years ago. My cresight 
| » ‘twhatit used tobe” 
_ “When did you leave Jura, then?” I asked.. E 
] He thought for a minute. ` “June the eleventh,’ o he e said 
a last. “That was the day, I think. S a as 
T wrinkled 1 my brows in perplexity. “Were the: trains all. 
right?” Because in the course of my work: Í bhad heard a 
good deal about conditions in France during those weeks. 
- He smiled. Tiy weren’ t t yay goa s he said reflec: 
tively. ates | 
: “How, did you get along d then?" es 
Te sa aid, ‘T walked a o deal of the way.” 





< crump ~ crump asa stick of four fell, possibly a 
“gale away. The very solid building swayed a little, and. 
the floors and windows creaked. We waited, tense and 
„still. Then came the undulating wail of the sirens, and the 
sharp crack of : gunfire from the park. The raid was on, 
again. " E P Ee yoo 


“Damn and blast,” I said. “What do we do now?” 
The old man smiled patiently. “Pm going to stay here: 


3 


"There was good sense in that. It’s silly to bea hero too 
evade ae but there were three very solid floors 





“for thee one ‘reading lamp behind « our r heads, s sO that we sat 
-there i in a little pool of soft yellow light in the great shad- 
~ room. Outside, the traffic noises, little enough i in Lon- 
don at that time, were practically stilled. A few police 
whistles shrilled | in the distance and a car went Pr at a. 


“Howard asked me, “How ane do you suppose ee shal 
have to sit here?” 


| nes adara a raid.” 
“e. as k k yon not to do that,” "he said. 


- “That's true enough 


Diy you | 1 come i 


in 1 for: r many a air t raids there?” 





n tt was a a bit opimis t to go to France for a , quiet fsh S 
ing holiday, i in April of this year.” ina 
eo SWell) I: suppose it was,” he replied thoughtfully. “But 
: I wanted to go.’ 


He said he had been very En, that he hag suffered | 


Seen an urge, an imperious need to get away and to go © 
i -and do something different. He was a little hesitant about 
ie his reasons for wanting to get away so badly, but then he 
told me that he hadn’ t been able to get a n to do in the 


prs war. : | ane 
They wouldn’t have him i in anything, Ii imagine because 4 
he was very nearly seventy years old. When war broke out 


3 “he tried at once to get into the Special Constables; with 


his knowledge of the Law it seemed to him that polic 
i duty would suit him best. The police thought otherwise, 
-having no use for constables at his age. Then he tried to 
- become an Air Raid Warden, and sufferedt another disap 
- pointment. And then he tried all sorts of things, un 
It’s very difficult for old people, for old men particu- | 
oy larly, in a war. They cannot grow accustomed to the fact 
_ that there is little they can do to help; they suffer from _ 
: frustration, and the war eats into them. Howard fell into 
- the habit of ordering his. life by the news bulletins upon 
-the wireless. Each day he got up in time to hear the seven 
o'clock news, had his: bath, shaved, and dressed. and was. 
down to hear the eight o’clock, and went on so all day till 
after the midnight news, when he retired to béd. Between 
the bulletins he worried about the news, and read. every 
: paper he could lay his hands upan tlli it was time to > turn 
tl e wireless on again. : | 





o Pied Pipe: ee 


had; a house at "Market Saffron, not ve very ‘fae fon ‘Coldies co 


ter. He had moved there from Exeter four years previously = £ 
after the death of his wife; as a boy he had been brought __ 


: ; up in Market Saffron and he still had a few acquaintances : 


in the neighbourhood. He went back there to. spend thesi 
o last years of his life. He bought an old country house, not ae 


Loi Very, large, standing | in about three acres of garden and 
aa paddock. = i o 


= His married daughter came vee from a aad a 
ne ‘lived with him in 1938, bringing her little boy. She was 3 
married to a New York insurance man called Costello, 
vice-president of his corporation and very comfortably. . 


= of. She'd had a spot of bother with him. Howard didn’t 
know the ins and outs of it and didn’t bother about it 
much; privately he was of the opinion that his daughter. 
was to blame for the trouble. He was fond of his sonin- 
law, Costello. He didn’t understand him in the least, but 
he liked him very well. F 
-That’s how he was living when the war broke out, „ with 
his daughter Enid and ber little boy Martin, that his | 
father would insist on calling m That t poda the 
old: man very ‘much. ele ee : eet 
SY Then the war broke out, and Costello. bezan cabling for 
-them to go back home to Long Island. And in the end, 
they: went. Howard backed up Costello. and put pressure 
on his daughter, in the belief that a woman who is sepa- 
rated from her husband i is never. very happy. They went, r 
and he wasleft to live alone at Market Saffron, with occa- 
sional week-end visits. from his son i Joba a : Squadron 
Leader i in the Royal Air Force. _ | Py a ee eet 

Costello made a ‘great effort, in abies many ‘Hundred 
zords Ic long, to get the old man to go too. He wasn’ 





having any. He sai d that h 

o way, that a third party- would have. spelt oo chance of” 
reconciliation. But his real reason, he admitted, was that | 
he didn’t like America. He had crossed the Atlantic to. 
-stay with them when they had first been married, and he 
-had no desire to repeat the experience. After. nearly sev- 
-enty years in a more equable climate he found. New York 
er hot and desperately cold in ‘turn, and he 
missed the little courtesies to which he was accustomed i in 
our feudal life. He liked his. son-in- law, he loved hig’ 
= daughter and her boy was one of the great interests in his | 
“lite. N ot all these motives were ota to induce him to 





Pied Pi -iper : 


: every m moment t of his consciousness till he could n no cimer : 


Le take pleasure i in the simple matters of his country life. He | 
-fretted that he could get nothing to do, and almost for theo = 


first occasion in his life the time hung heavily upon his. 
: hands. He poured his mind out irritably to the vicar one _ 
ee day, and that healer of sick souls suggested that he e might 
ae take up knitting for the troops. E a a o 
ool After’ that, he took to coming up to Landon for ‘three a 
days a week. He got himself a little one room flat i in bach- | 
< elor chambers, and took most of his meals at the club. a 
| | That made things easier for him. Travelling up to London 
on Tuesday absorbed the best part of a day, and travelling i 
down again on Friday absorbed another one; in the mean- 
tim me odd duties had accumulated at Market Saffron so that 
e week end was comparatively busy. In this way he cre- 
ted the illusion that he had enough to do, and he grew. 
ppier in consequence. Then, at the beginning of March, 
something happened that’ made a a greal cange i in his life. 
He. didn’t tell me what it was. Ty 
‘After that, he shut up the house: at Market Saffron. alte: 
gether, and came to London permanently to live mostly 
at the club. For two or three weeks he was busy enoug 
but after that time started to lie heavy | on his hands : again. 
: ae he could Bee Dhin to > do i in thev war. fe 































vey London, provided that you could get away from i it trom 
time to time. 
2 VAs the sun- grew stronger, , the urge came on | him to get 
i away from England altogether for a while. 
_ And really there didn’t seem to be any great reason 
on why he should remain in England. The war in Finland 
-was over, and on the western front there seemed to be 
-complete stalemate. Matters in France were quite normal, 
except that upon certain days of the week you could oniy 
_ have certain kinds of food. It was then that he ee to", 
think about the Jura. 
The high alpine valleys were too high for him: he bád. 
been to Pontresina three years previously and had been | 
very short of breath. But the spring flowers in the French 
Jura were as beautiful as anything in Switzerland, and 
from the high ground up above Les Rousses you can see 
_ Mont Blanc. He wanted passionately to get where he 
; could see mountains. “I will lift up mine eyes unto the 
hills,” he said, „Toni. whence cometh my help.” Thats 
how he felt about it. cee oe Ba 
ze He thought that if hes went out there he woùld be. just 
Ja time to see the flowers come: poking through the snow; 
ie he stayed. on for a month or two he would come in for 
the fishing as the sun got warmer. He looked forward very 
a much i to fishing i in those mountain streams. y unspoilt 
: they were, he said, and very fresh and. quiet. : a 
He wanted. to see the spring, this year—to see as s much 
ofi it as ever he could. He wanted to see all; that. new life 
coming on, replacing what i is past. He wanted to soak him- | 
‘self in that. He wanted to: see the hawthorn coming out 


along the river banks, : and the first. crocuses in à the fields. 































ater s age plearitig through the dead staf. He e wanted 


to feel the new warmth of the sun, and the new freshness z z 
of the air. He wanted to savour all the spring there was 
this year—the whole of it. He wanted that more than any: ye a 


of X thing else in the world, because of what had happened. 
-That’s why he went to France. | 


He had much less difficulty i in a out of the country — 


than he had expected. He went to Cooks, and they told... 


him how to set about it. He had to get an exit permit, and 


-that had to be done personally. The man in. the office 
asked him what he wanted to leave the country for. | 


Old Howard coughed at him. “I can’t stand the spring 


ae weather i in England,” he said. “I’ve been indoors most of 
_ the winter. My doctor says I’ve got to get into a warmer. 


climate.” A complacent: doctor had given him a certificate. 
“I see,” said the official. “You want to go down to the ; 
south of France?” : 
“Not right. down to the onih, Š he aid. “I shall spend a 
few daysin Dijon and got to the Jura as soon as the snow is 
EuS off the ground.” : SIRS 
The man wrote out a permit: for three months: upon he 


grounds of health. So that wasn’t very difficult. 


-Then the old man spent a deliriously happy t two days 

with Hardy’ s, the fishing tackle makers in Pall Mall. He 
took it gently; half an hour in the morning and half an 
houri in the afternoon; in between he fingered ; and turned 
“over. his purchases, dreamed about fishing, and made sup 
_ his mind what he would buy next. . pee : : 

- He left. London on the morning: of ‘April the ioth; ‘the 

very morning that the mews came through that German 

had invaded Denmark and Norway. He read the news ir 
is paper ini the train on the way to Dover, and i t 





cold. A month previously he would. have been frantic over 
o r jumping from wireless bulletin to newspaper and back 
-to the wireless again. Now it passed him by as something 
that hardly « concerned him any more. He was much more 
‘concerned whether he had brought with him enough gut | 
casts and ‘points. True, he was stopping for a day or two 
in Paris, but French gut, he said, is rotten stuff. They | : 
don’ t understand, and they make it so thick that the fish 
o can’t help seeing it, even with a wet fly. a 
` His journey to Paris was not very. comfortable. | He. got. 2 


on to the steamer in Folkestone harbour at about eleven 


in the morning, and there they sat till the late afternoon. — 
“Trawlers and drifters and paddle steamers and yachts, all » 

painted grey and manned by naval ratings, came in and 

-out of the harbour, but the cross-Channel steamer stayed 


ik 


~ at the quay. The vessel was crowded, and there weren’t 


of enough seats for lunch, and not enough food if there had 
been seats. Nobody could tell them what they were sto 
ping for, although it ‘was a a pretty safe guess. that it was a 
‘submarine. a o a 
At about four o’ yclock there + were a dumber of heavy ve - 
plosions out at sea, , and | soon after that they: cast t of : nd 
got away. n OTe E i 





| “takes of six in eal times. Howard was tired, ‘very tired in 
deed. His heart began to trouble him at Boulogne andhe 


noticed people looking at him queerly; he knew that so 


a “meant that he had gone a bad colour. However, he had. a | 
`- little bottle with him that he carried for that sort of inci- © 
dent; he took a dose of that when he got into the train Land 


i - : felt a good deal better. 


He went to the Hotel Giródet, å a ‘Tittle fice just. off the 


AS “Ciamp Elysées near the top, that he had stayed at before. 


3 Most of the staff he knew had been called up for military 


service, but they were very kind to him and made him © 


: _ comfortable. He stayed i in bed till lunch time the first day 
and: rested in his room most of the afternoon, but next. 
morning | he was s feeling quite himself, and went out to the 


: All his life he had foun: ‘great satisfaction 4 in pictures— 
real pictures, a as he called them, to a distaguist pa from 








2 didn t seem | to him. to be worth quite sO much attention. 
ole was a good long way away. 
; -Normally that journey takes about three hours, but the. ° 
A a were in a bad state of disorganization. They told 
him that it was because of troop movements. The Rapide 
a was an hour late in leaving Paris, and it lost another : 
two: hours on the way. It was nearly dinner time when he | 3 
i reached Dijon, and he was very thankful that he had de- — a 
See cided to stop there. He had his bags carried to a little hotel- 
; 2 just opposite the station, and they gave hima very good 
-dinner in the restaurant. Then he took a cup of coffee andi 
a Cointreau in the café and went up to bed at about half 
past nine, not too tired to sleep well. re o 
He was really feeling very well next day, better than he 
had felt for a long time past. The change of air, added to : 
ne the change of scene, had done that for him. He had coffee 
in his room and got up slowly; he went down at about tet 
ool clock and the sun was shining, and it was warm and ‘fresh 
out i in the street. He walked up through the town to the ; 
-Hôtel de Ville and found Dijon just as he remembered. it: 
- from his last visit, about eighteen months before. There 
was the shop where they had bought their berets, and he © 
ep smiled again to see the name. Au Pauvre Diable. And 
-there : was the shop where John had bought himself ; a | pair 4 
o skis, but he didn’t linger there for very long. oe 
‘He had his lunch at the hotel and took. the afternoon : 
a train on into the Jura; he found that the local trains were. 
running better than the main. line ones. He changed. at 
Andelot and. took the branch line up into the hills. All 
: afternoon | the little engine puffed along. its single tad, 
pulling its two old ee a contry 7 penet with 
















































slopes: into “the little streams ‘that 1 now were o on 


i - rents for a brief season. The pines were shooting with 
fresh green, but the meadows were still deep in a grey, 
~ slushy mess. In the high spots of the fields where grass was 


showing, ihe noticed a few crocuses. He’ d. come at the 
right time, and he was very, very glad of it. ‘ 


The train stopped for half an hour at Mores and thee a 


“went on to Saint- Claude. It got there just at dusk. He had 
vsënt a telegram from Dijon to the Hôtel de la Haute — 
-Montagne at Cidoton asking them to send a car down for o 


bim, because it’s eleven miles and you can’t always get. a a 
car in Saint-Claude. The hotel car was there to meet him, Sac 


a ten-year-old Chrysler driven. by the concierge, who was 2 
: - diamond cutter when he wasn’t working at the hotel. But 
Howard only found that out afterwards; the man had 
come to the hotel since his last visit. . 
_ He took the old man’s bags and put them in vie back h 
o the car, and they started off for Cidoton. For the first 
4 five miles the road runs ‘up a gorge, turning in hairpin 


bends up the side of the mountain. Then, on the high 


ground, it runs straight over the meadows and between | 
the woods. After a winter spent in London, the air was" 
6 -unbelievably sweet. Howard sat beside the driver, but he 
_ was too absorbed in the beauty of that drive in the fading 
2 light to talk much to him. They spoke once about the war, 
| and the driver told, him that almost every able-bodied man 
in the district had been called up. He himself was ‘exempt 
because the diamond dust had got into his lungs. 
w Hôtel de la Haute Montagne i is an old 4 coaching 





“Hopes of pasture = dened | here md there vith  pinewoods. ; 
_ It’s very quiet and. peaceful i in Cidoton, even in the winter | 
-season when the village is filled with young French people 
on their skis. That was as it had been when he was there 
een eae ar a 
It was dark when they drew up at the hotel. Howard, 
went slowly up the stone steps to the door, the concierge 
-following behind him with the bags. The old man pushed 
open the heavy oak door and went into the hall. By his 
side, the door leading into the estaminet flew open, and. 
there was Madame Lucard, buxom and cheerful as she 
had’ been the year before, with the children round her and 
the maids grapig over her shoulder. Lucard himself was. 


he They ee a him nineteen. to the Tos e | 
he well? Had he made a good crossing of the Manche? He 
re “ppsa i in Paris? Andi in 5 Dijon, also? That good. 





si i A OWARD sertled ‘dow at Cidoton: quite comfortably. os 
¢ The fresh mountain air did him a world of good; it re. : 
_ vived his appetite and brought him quiet, restful sleep w - 
night. The little rustic company of the estaminet amused 
aad interested him, too. He knew a good deal of rural 
matters and he spoke good, slightly academic French. He 
was a good mixer and the farmers accepted him into their 


company, and talked freely to him of the matters of their 


daily life. It may be that the loss of his son 1 helped to 
break the ice. eae Re abe 2 


a did not find them noticeably « enthusiastic for the 





There h was ‘he sound of tinkling water ‘everywhere, “and ae 


here grass showed where there had been white slopes. 


e Then flowers began to appear and his walks had a new in- 
terest. As the snow passed his bad dreams passed with it; 
the green flowering fields held no memories for him. He S 
Be oo much more settled as the spring drew on. 
Mrs. Cavanagh helped him, too. i a. 
= He had been worried and annoyed to find an Enelish 
woman staying in the hotel, so far from the tourist track. 


a He had not come to France to speak English or to think 


-in English. For the first week hè sedulously avoided her, 
together with her two children. He did not have to meet 
_ them. They spent a great part of their time in the salon; 
` there were no other visitors in the hotel in between time. 
He lived mostly i in his bedroom or else in the estaminet, 
where he played. innumerable games of draughts with the 
habitués. o o 
Cavanagh, they told him, was an official in the League 
oi Nations at Geneva, not more than twenty miles away 
oas the crow flies. He was evidently fearful of an invasion 
__ of Switzerland by the Germans, and had. prudently sent. : 
his wife and children into Allied France. They had been — 
at Cidoton for a month; each week end he motored across 
the border to visit them. Howard saw him the first Satur- y 
_ day that he was there, a u sody haired, worried- looking 
_ man of forty-five or so. Ree ee ee ee 
ee The following week end. Howard: had: a ‘shore talk wh 
him. To the old solicitor, Cavanagh appeared to be oddly — 
| unpractical. He was devoted. to the League of Nations 
ven in this time of w war. : 





— ook a at ‘the ieod ol that last twenty years you" ‘Is see a rec- ee 

ae ord of achievement that no other organization can show. 
Look at what the League did i in the matter of the aug as 
trafic!” And soon. a 

_ About the war, he said, “The only elas that can be. a 

A to the account of the League is its failure to inspire — 


the nations with faith in its ideals. And that means propa- iS 


ee ganda. And propaganda costs money. If the nations had : 
= spent one tenth of what they have spent in armaments 


Go the League, there would have been no war.” 


-After half an hour of this, old Howard came to the con: 

- eigen that Mr. Cavanagh was a tedious fellow. He bore 
with him from a natural politeness, and because the man 
was evidently genuine, but he made his escape as soon as 


he decently could. The extent of his sincerity was not 


ee made plain to Howard till the day he met Mrs. Cavanagh 
ain the woods, and walked a mile back to the hotel with mo 
: her. | a. ey 
He found her a devoted echo of her man. “Eustace 


seule never leave the League,” she said. ‘Even if the Ger- 
mans were to enter Switzerland, he’d never leave Geneva, fe 


oe There’ s still such great work to be done.” A 
oa Lhe old man looked at her. over his spectacles. “But 


e would the Germans let him goo on doing it if ey, got into 


SS 3 Switzerland?” 
“Why, of course e they ` would,” hie said. “The League i is 
international. I know, of course, that Germany is no 
longer a member of the League. But she appreciates | our 
- non- -political activities. The League prides itself that it 
could function equally well in any country, or under an 
‘Government. If it could not do that, it couldn’ t be said t 
be trulv international, could de Oa ee se 





” said Howard, “I suppose it ‘couldn’ i 
5 They walked on for a few steps in silence.. “But 
Geheva really were invaded by the Germans,” he said at 
last, would 3 your husband stay there?” ki 


here with the S childién. in 10 France.” Me 

She explained to him that they | had no ties in England. 
For ten years they had lived in Geneva; both children had 
heen born there. In that time they had seldom returned 
to England, even on holiday. It had barely occurred to 
- them that she should take the children back to England, 


an ou cach evening after er dinner i in the salon, , drinking 





ao. mixture: in the ten- nyear-old Chrysler. ola Howard came = 
i ep pene him | once. ee eee a E 
“Could you drive a car ike that?” he asked gently : 
“Mais oui—c'est facile, ¢a.’ ’ French came more aii o 
-~ this little boy than English. < ‘You climb mpi in 1 the seat tand $ 
steer with the wheel.’ n : 
“But: could you start it?” 


"You just push the button, et elle va. Thar s the "etre 


[ starter: ” He pointed to the knob. 


e Thar right. But it would be a very big c: car for you to : 
7 manage” | Pe 
eee The child said, “Big cars are easier to y drive than little ! 
ae ones. ‘Have you got a car?” | o 
- Howard shook his head. “Not now. I used to have « one.’ , 
s What sort Was IQ” ooun EE o s 
-= The old man looked down helplessly. “I really forge.” 
he said. “I think it was a Standard.” isla th 
< Ronald looked up, incredulous. “Don t you remember? 

_ But Howard couldn't. oc oho os . oe 
3 ` The other child was Sheila, just five years old, He 
drawings littered the floor of the salon; for the moment 
her lite was filled with a passion for coloured chalks. O O ice 
Sas: Howard came- downstairs he found her. sitting ina 
heap upon the landing ata turn of the staircase, draw: 
industriously on the flyleaf of a book. The first tread € 
the flight served as a desk. E a 

He stooped- down. yt her. y “What are you drawing? 

She ¢ gia not answer. E 





She Tokea up: at t him. ‘ “Lady with: a “dog,” che said. ca 
| “Where's the dog?” He looked at the smudged pastel ~ 
| streaks. E EU er oe 
She was silent. “Shall I draw the dog g, walking behind 
on a lead?” he said. ree 
She nodded vigorously. Howard bent to his task, H 7 
ms dene aching . But his hand had lost whatever cunning oo 
fe it it might once have had, and his dog became a pig. | 
Sheila said, “Ladies don’t take pigs for a walk.” 
_ His ready wit had not deserted the solicitor. ‘This one : 
ae did ” he said. “This is the little pig that went to market.” 
ie `The child pondered this. “Draw the little pig that stayed | 
oat home,” she said, “and the little piggy eating roast 
beef.” But Howard’s knees would stand no more of = 
i He stumbled to his feet. “T1 do that for you to-morrow.” — 
-Tt was only at that stage he realized that his picture 
: the lady leading a pig embellished the flyleaf of A Child’s : 
Life of Jesus. | a 
Next day after déjeuner she was waiting for him i in a the 
; hall. “Mummy said I might ask you if you. wanted a ee 
sweet.” She held üp.: a grubby pepe Oe with a sticky se 
mass in the bottom. a o 
-= Howard said avy. “Thank you very much.” He a 
fumbled in the bag and picked out a morsel which he i 
_put into his mouth. “Thank you, Sheila.” o o o Sa, 
ue She turned, and ran from him rh the estaminet — 
into the big kitchen of the i inn. He heard her chattering - 
: in there | in fluent French to Madame Lucard as she 
He od and Mrs Cavanagh was on he stairs. The 
ok man wiped | his fingers furtively ı upon the handkerchief [ 
his pocket. “They speak French beangfoliy,” he said. a 





"She smiled: l. “They ¢ do, ¢ dor t they? T The little school Ley 


os = go to is French speaking, of, course.” 


-He said, “They just picked it up, 1 suppose?” 
“Oh, yes. We didn’t have to teach it to them.” ae 
He got to know the children slightly after that and 


o passed the time of day with them whenever he met them 
< alone; on their side they said, “Good morning , Mr. How- | 


ard,” as if it was a lesson that they had been taught 


; which indeed it was. He would have liked to get to know : 


them better, but he was shy, with the diffidence of age. 
He used to sit and watch them playing in the garden- 
underneath the pine trees sometimes, mysterious games — 


that he would have liked to have known about, that 


; touched dim chords of memory sixty years back. He: dig: 


oS “have one success with them, however. 


oe As the sun grew warmer and the grass drier he took 
S ta ittie out in the garden after déjeuner for half an 
hour, in a deck chair. He was sitting so one day while the 


_ children played among the trees. He watched them cov- 
~ ertly. It seemed that they wanted to play a game they 
called attention which demanded a whistle, and my had 

pe no whistle. | 


The little boy said, S? can whistle with my mouth,” "an 


proceeded to demonstrate the art. 


His sister pursed up her immature lips and: pedia 

Tay a a wet splutter. From- his deck chair the old, man 

o spoke up. suddenly. Piet a a a 

oe a “TI make you a whistle, if you like,” ‘he ad z 

TE They were silent, staring at him doubtfully. ° “Would 
you” like me to make youa whistle?” he enquired. ETN 

“When?” < asked 1 Ronald. aa 





nodded: toa o s 
Saal stared at. him, incredulous. He got up from his 


are Bes sat t dowi again, and AEN to fashion a whistle with 
the penknife that he kept for scraping out his pipe. It 
was a à trick that he had oe pou ogy his site, for 


: They were delighted, and. he gave it to. the little girl. 
“You can Whistle with your mouth,” he said to Ronald, 


Wi you. make me one to-morrow?” 
a Em TU make yeu one to-morrow.’ coal went 


4 


: Mis. Cavanagh ee that night over ee 
“They w were a balan with Le eee a ee 









: “Yes,” he ‘aid, “p ve made a good many whistles í in my 
: - time.” He fell into a reverie, thinking of all the whistles - 
he had made for John. and Enid, so. many years ago, in 
_ the quiet garden of the house at Exeter. Enid who had 
-grown up and married and gone to live in the United 
States. John who bad grown up: and gone, into the Air 

_ Force. johns". | eoon n ae 
He forced his mind back to the peat "Ym dud they. 
" liked it,” he said. “I Poma Ronald that r d make e him ; 
; one to- -morrow.” 
< To-morrow was the tenth of May. As the old: man sat 
in his deck chair beneath the trees carving a whistle for 
- Ronald, German troops were pouring into Holland, beat- 
ing down the Dutch army. The Dutch Air Force was fling- 
ing its full strength of forty fighting planes against the 
Luftwaffe. A thousand traitors leapt into activity; all : 
through the day the parachutists dropped from the. sk i 
In Cidoton the only radio happened to be switched ¢ o 
and so Howard whittled at his hazel twig in peace. 
ool did not break his peace much when they switched it 
on. In Cidoton the war seemed very far away; witl 
sleet to insulate them from the Germans the vi 





























or Europe would take the ‘shock: af he ‘fighting. as it 
usually did; there was nothing new in that. In Cidoton, 
it made no change. He listened to the news from time to 
time in a detached manner, without great interest. Pres- 
: ently fishing would begin; the snow was gone from the 
~~ low levels and the mountain streams were running g less 
a violently each day. 
The retreat from Brussels did not interest him mudi. - 
oan had all happened before. He felt a trace of disquiet 
when Abbeville was reached, but he was no great strat- 
egist, and did not realize all that was involved. He got 
; his first great shock when Leopold, King of the Belgians, 
laid down his arms upon the 2gth of May. That had not 
happened in the last war, and it upset him. ie 
_ But on that day nothing could upset him for very long. of 
He was going fishing for the first time next morning, and | 


the evening was occupied i in sorting out his gear, soaking 


his casts and selecting flies. He walked six miles next day 
and caught three blue trout. He got back tired and : happy 
at about s six o'clock, had dinner, and went up Tnediately, : 


of thes evacuation of Dunkirk. ee 
. < Next. day he was jerked finally from his counplacenes: oe 
He sat by the radio i in the estaminet for most of the day, 
distressed and worried. The gallant retreat” from the > 
beaches stirred him as nothing had for, ‘months; for the oS 
first time he began to feel a desite to return to. England. i 


He knew that if he went there would be nothing for him o 
to do, but he wanted to be back. He wanted to be in the 


thick of things again, seeing the British uniforms in the 
streets, sharing the tension and. anxiety. Cidoton irked a 
| with its rustic c indifference to the war. 5 | 





“By june te jah the last forces had left Dunkirk, K Paris : 
“had had its one and only air raid, and Howard had made 
up his mind. He admitted as much that night to Mrs. 

$ Cavanagh. : : 
“I don’t like the look of things : at all,” he aa “Not at 
, ail. I think I shall go uae At a time like this, a man’ ws 
ee pai is in his own country.” To o 
= She looked at him, startled. “But surely, you'r "re hot 


: + ataid that the Germans will come here, Mr. Howard? 


They couldn’t get as far as this.” She smiled reassuringly. 5 
©- “No,” he said, “they won't get much further than they. 
-are now. But at the same time, I think I shall go home.” 
-He paused, and then he said a little wistfully, “I might 


. _be able to get into the A.R.P.” 


a too.” 


a She knitted on aon a shall miss having you to alk 
a to in the evenings,” she a “The children will miss Yow 


“It has been a , great pleasure t to > have known them,” he 


oe said. wd shall miss them.” 


She said, “Sheila enjoyed the Little an you took her 


cue for. She put the flowers in her tooth mug.’ 


It was not the old man’s way to act preapiaeli. bu 


: S he gave a week’s notice to Madame Lucard that night and 
ae planned to leave on the eleventh. He did it in the estami- 
pecs rane, and provoked a lively discussion on the ethics of his 
ease, in which most of the village took part. At the end 
-of an hour’ s discussion, and a round of Pernod, the gen- 


eral ‘opinion | was favourable to him. It was hard- on 


-Madame Lucard to lose her best guest, the gendarme 8 id 


and sad for them to lose their English Camarade, b 
without doubt < an 1 old soldier should be i in à his own coun. 





Sue shape 

_ Howard said that he hoped to return within a very few 
weeks, when the dangerous stage of the war had passed. 

~ Next day he began to prepare for his journey. He did 


j 


not hurry over it because he meant to stay his week out. 
In fact, he had another day’s fishing and caught another 
two blue trout. There was a Jull in the fighting for a few 
ar after the evacuation from Dunkirk and he went 


r again ‘upon the Somme and he went on preparing t to go 
home. S 






















‘The othe sat t down a difidently. 
“the war?” he asked. Se ee ea 
- Howard said, “I think it very serious. I don’ t like the 
news at all.” Te A - 
“Nor do I. I hear you'r re » going home?” Memes 
oS “Yes, Pm going back to England. I feel that z at: a time 
Oe like this my place is there.” a ae ce 
There was a short silence. Then Cavanagh gid: “In 
He Geneva we think that Switzerland will be invaded.” _ 
foe Howard looked at him with interest. “Do you, now! 
Ki Is that going to be the next thing?” 
- “I think so. I think that it may happen very soon.’ 
_. There was a pause. Then Howard said, “If that hap 
ek what would you do?” | : 
The little sandy-haired man from Geneva got up aid 
walked over to the window. He stood for a moment. look- 
ing out over the meadows and. the pinewoods. Then he 
‘turned’ back into the room. “I should have to stay in 
“Geneva,” he said: “I’ve got my work to do.” ERT 
S “Would that be very—wise?” i 
“No,” : said Cavanagh. frankly. “But. it’s, what I l ha e 


27 


What: do you think of 




























ep came e back a and sat down rain, Ty r ve been aes 


ae “She thinks that. it’s the proper thing to do. She wants. - 
to: come back to Geneva with mes? | 
| “Oh. se 

= The othėr turned to him. “Irs really about that that 
: ey looked in to see you,” he said. “If we do that, things 
may g So hardly with us before the war is over. If the Allies: Sees 
win they'll win by the blockade. There won't be much x 
to eat In any German territory.” | | ee 
oes Howard stared at the little man in wonder. “I suppose : 
< not? He had not credited Cavanagh with such cool 
"courage. 

“It’s the children,” the other said apologetically. “We 
: were thinking—Felicity was wondering . . . if you could 
possibly take them back to England hy you, when you 


: PD 


ge went on. 1 hurriedly, before Howard could speak, = 
: Tr S only just to take them to my sister's house in Oxford, an 
up on Boars Hill. As a matter of fact, I could send her- 
a telegram and she could meet you at Southampton with 


the car, and drive them straight to Oxford. Its- asking 4 


can awful lot, I’m afraid. If you feel you couldn’ t manage oe 
ite . we IL understand. a ee oF 
eS ‘Howard stared at- him. “My dear: chap,” he said, ay p 
‘should be only. too glad to do anything I can to help. But : 
I must tell you, that at my age I don’t stand travel very | | 
well. I was quite ill for a couple of days in. Paris, on my | 


way | out here. Im nearly seventy, you know. It would be = = 
safer if you put your ane the care of somebody a 


little | more robust.” -o e 
Cavanagh said, “That may be so. Büt: as a matter of ne 


i 


ok there i is toboy, ae alte ernative would be for ee 



























There v was a “pause. . The old x man n said, “Is see. . She doesn’ t i 
want to dota ae a e a ee ee 
The other shook his head: “Wet want to be together,” 
he said, a little pitifully. “It may be for years.” Monee 
-. Howard stared at him. “You can count on me to do Sos 
ee anything within my power,” he said. “Whether you would | 
be wise to send the children home with me is something — , 
n that you only can decide. If I were to die upon the jour: 
ney it might cause a good deal of trouble, both for your a 
sister in Oxford and for the children.” oes 
Cavanagh smiled. “I’m quite prepared to take that risk, i = 
© he said. “Its a small one compared with all the other 
risks one has to take these days.” a. 
oe old man smiled slowly. “Well, Tve been going. 
ig seventy years and Ive not died yet. I suppose I may tase 
va few weeks longer.” : 
“Then you'll take them?” | 
“Of course I will, if that’s what you want me to do.” 
oe -Cavanagh went away to tell his wife, leaving the old 
a man in a flutter. He had planned to stay in Dijon and in 
Paris for a night as he had done on the ‘way out; it now | 
<- seemed to him that it would be wiser if he were to ‘travel. 
straight through to Calais. Actually it meant no changes 
<- in his arrangements to do that, because he had booked. 
-no rooms and taken no tickets. The changes were in his 
; < plans; he had to get accustomed to the new idea. o 
-Could he manage the two children by | himself, or wod 
it be wiser to engage a village girl from Cidoton to travel 
with them as far as Calais to act as a bonne? He did not 
-know if a girl could be found to come with them. Perhaps 
-Madame Lucard would know somebody n oe 
Ito was s only I later that he ; realized that Calais wa 









| “would be aby wy oE St. MES. to Soutkampton. 
He came down presently, and met F elicity Cavanagh 
in the salon. She caught his hand. “It’s so very, very kind 
of t yoa, to do this A us,” ’ she said. It seemed to him that. 
a little. 
” he said. iol shall enjoy having them 
as travelling companions.” | a 


They re terribly excited | to beg going home with you.’ > Te 
a the first ‘time that he had heard her speak of England 
He biosched the matter of a girl to her, and they went 
gether to see Madame Lucard. But Cidoton proved to- 

in ney of ‘prodacing : anybody willing to go with . 





















will it have.: a steam engine, ora ‘lectric onet: o 
: “Oh—a steam engine, I think. Yes, certainly, a steam 

| engine.” ee ee . i oe 
- “How many wheels will it have?” But this was past the 
old man’s capacity. woe a se 
_ Sheila piped up, “Will we have dinner i in the train?” : 

a Ye he said, “you ‘ll have your dinner in the train. 
e 1 expect you "i have your tea and your breakfast in it too.” 
Oo i OO; ” she said. And then, incredulously, 
“breakfast. in the train?” o 
Ronald stared at him. “Where will we sleep?” a 

- His father said, “Yow'll sleep in the train, Ronnie. In 
a little bed to yourself.” | 
“Really sleep in the train?” He swung round to the ala 
“man n. “Mr. Howard, plese I sleep next to the 
engine?” | ey 
. _ Sheila said, “Me too. I want to sleep next to the engine.” : 
oe Presently their mother got them settled down to sleep. 
“She: followed the men downstairs. “I’m fixing up with 
_ Madame Lucard to. pack a hamper with all your. meals 
_ she, said. “Ie IL. be easier for you to give them their meals 
in the Ugan lit than to bother with them i in the restau 
rant ¢ car.’ a ere : ee. 
: Howard said, “That s tali very kind. It’ s ; much bet er 




















ue occur to ka that this was because he had 2 a job to , do, 

- for. the first time in many months. | * | 
The next day was spent in a flutter of business. The 
children were taking little with them in the way of lug- 
- gage; one small portmanteau held the clothes for both of 


: them. With their mother to assist him the old man learned w 


the intricacies of their garments, and how they v went to . 
bed, and what they had to eat. | 

Once Mrs. Cavanagh stopped and looked at him. 
— “Really,” -she said, “you'd rather that I came with you 
t Paris, wouldn’t you?” 

-= “Not in the least,” he said. Ti assure you, they will be 

qit all right with me.’ 


_ She stood silent for a minute. “I believe they sill: : ue fos 


said slowly. “Yes, I believe they'll be all right with o 
-She said no more about Paris. hoi 
i - Cavanagh had returned to Geneva; but he ned. up i 
„again that night for dinner. He took Howard aside and 
gave him the money for their journey. “I can’t tell you > 
how terribly grateful we are to you,” he muttered. “It 
just, makes all the difference to know that the kids will oe 
bei in England.” a DR 
Se o The old man said, “Don’ t worry about them any more. 
‘They Il be quite safe with me. I've had children’ of my s 
own to look after, you. know? = ee 


He did not dine with them that night, jadeine it bua : 
to leave them. alone together with the children. Every- ; 
thing was ready. for his journey; his portmanteaus were o 
packed, his rods in the long i tubular travelling case. There o 


was nothing more to be done. = a 
He went up to his - room . It was bright moonlight, aa 
€ stood for 3 a while at his window. looking out over the 





te pastures ‘anid hé Kod towards ther mountains. It was svay 
` quiet and still. k ee = oe 
He turned uneasily from the window, It had 1 no nh 
-to be so peaceful, here in the Jura. Two or three hundred 
- miles to the north the French were fighting desperately _ 


: ~~ along the Somme; the peace in Cidoton was suddenly un 


: pleasant to him, ominous. The bustle and the occupation — - 


that his charge of the children had brought to him had 
a changed his point of view; he now wanted very. much toes 
be in England, in a scene of greater action. He was. glad ; 


to be leaving. The peace of Cidoton had helped him over 


a bad time, but it was time that he moved on. 


Next morning all was bustle. He was down early, bre 


| - : the children and their parents were before him. They all = 
had their petit déjeuner together in the dining room; as 


: a last lesson Howard. learned to soften the crusts of the : 
rolls for the children by soaking them in coffee. ‘Then the 
old Chrysler was at the door to take them down to Saint- 
Claude. | 
-The leave-taking was short and awkward. Howard had 


laa everything that there was to say to the Cavanaghs, 
and the children were eager to climb into the. car. It 
: "meant nothing to them that they were leaving | their 
mother, possibly for years; the delicious prospect of a long 


- drive to Saint-Claude and a day and a night in a real train - 


2 : with a steam engine filled their minds. Their father and 


“mother kissed them, awkward and red- faced, but the mean- 
ering of the parting escaped the children altogether: How 
ae ard stood by, embarrassed. ne | 

oo Mis: Cavanagh muttered, “Good bye, my darlings : and 
. turned aay. | ‘ 





Howard: stepped Ead an re both going tọ sit 
Behind with me.” He bundled them into the back of 
the car. Then he turned back to their mother. “They're 
very happy,” he said gently. “That’s the main thing, after 
ar a a p R 

-He got into the car; it moved off down the road, and 
“that miserable business was all over. ee tet fel 

He sat in the middle of the seat. with one child on 
| each side of him for equity in the facilities for looking out. 
From time to time one saw a goat or a donkey and an- 
‘nounced the fact in mixed. French and English; then the 


ther one ‘would scramble over the old man. to see the 


Buti in war, children should stay quiet : in their own coun- = 
Hy I think their mother has dec iced eee Se 


: “He carried their tugeage to a D Ristela compartment — 
nd aan Howard t to ae the. _ nies Po 





CAA ALF an howe! after leaving Morez the children: were re - 
o already bored. Howard was watching for this, and had 4 
made his preparations. In the attaché case that he carried 
` a with. him he had secreted a number of little amusements 
_ for them, given to him by their mother. He pulled out a 
_ scribbling pad and a couple of coloured pencils, and set 
‘them to drawing ships. eg a 7 ee 
_ By the time they got to Andelot, three hours later, they. 
had had their lunch; the carriage was littered with sand- 
wich wrappings and with orange peel; an empty bottle 
that had contained milk stood underneath a seat. ‘Sheila 
had: had a little sleep, curled up by old Howard with her 
head resting on his lap; Ronnie had stood looking. ou 
of the window most of the way, singing a little song in 
French. about numerals— 


Un, deux, trois, oe 
Allons dans les bois 

| Quatre, cing, ikoe _ Cone 
“Gueillir g des cerises. z me 3 ie ie 








































anes: She woke up ‘hot and fretfal and oe to cry a 
little for no reason at all. The old man wiped her eyes, 
7 got out of the carriage, lifted | the children down onto 
the platform, and then got back into the carriage for the 
~ hand luggage. There were no porters on the platform, 
_ but it seemed that that was-inevitable in France in war 
: time, He had not expected it to be different. Pe 
He walked along the platform carrying the hand lug- 
gage, with the two children beside him; he modified his- 
~ pace to suit their rate of walking, which was slow. At the. 
: Bureau, he found a stout, fia haired stationmaster. 
Howard enquired if the Rapide from Switzerland was 
oss likely to be late. GO ons ee 
_. The man said that the Rapide would not arrive. No 
Ho trains from Switzerland would arrive. | 
-. Dumbfounded, Howard expostulated. It was intolerable 5 
— that one had not been told that at D Ny 
then, could one proceed to Dijon? ne 
oe ‘The stationmaster said that Monsieur might rest tran- 
- quil. A train would run from the frontier at Vallorbes to” 
Dijon. It was incessantly P It had been inn 
„ expected for two hours. > a 
© Howard returned to the children a his luggage, an- 
“noyed and worried. The failure of the Rapide meant that 
he could not travel through to Paris in the train from. 
_ Andelot, but must make a change at Dijon. By the. time 
<he, got there it would be evening, and there was no: know- 
ing how long he would have to. wait there for a train to. 
Paris, or whether he could get a sleeping: berth for the 
children. ‘Travelling by himself it would have- been an- : 
“noying: with two children to look after i it became a a serious s 
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He set himself to amuse them. Ronnie - was e mereid 


w the railway trucks and the signals- and the shunting : ee 
engine; apart from his incessant questions about matters 


-that Howard did not understand, he was very little trouble. : | 
_ Sheila was different. She was quite unlike the child that . | 


he had known in Cidoton, peevish and fretful, and con- SOP 
a tinually crying without energy. The old man tried a n 
o variety of ways to rouse her interest, without a great deal o 


i oF SUCCESS. 


-An hour and for ty minutes later, when he was thor o 
aa worn out, the train for Dijon pulled in to the = 
station. It was very full, but he managed to find one seat 
-in a first-class carriage and took Sheila on his knee, where _ 
she fell asleep again before so verv long. Ronnie stood 
by the door looking out of the window, chattering in 


‘French to a fat old woman in a corner. 


Presently this woman leaned forward to Howard. She i. 


said, “Your little one has fever, is it net so?” 
Startled, he said in French, “But no. She is a little tired” 
et She fixed him with beady black eyes. “She has a fever. 
a6 is not right to bring achild with fever in the train. wt 
-cis not hygienic. I do not like to travel with a child that 
- has: a fever.” o 
oe T -assure you, “Madame,” hie: said; “you decine. your 
self.’ ” But a horrible suspicion was creeping over him. as 
She appealed to the rest of the carriage. “I,” she ejacu- 
lated, 7i is I who deceive myself, then! l Let me ‘tell 
. you, m’ sieur, it is not. I who deceive myself. But no, cer- 


: _ tainly. It is you, m'sieur, truly, you who are deceived. | 


oT tell you that your little one has fever, and you do very 
wrong to bring her ina train with others who are healthy. 
Look z at t her colour, and her skin! She | has scarlet feve 





or chicken pox, or some horrible disease that clean people 
do not get.” She turned vehemently to the others in the 
carriage. “Imagine, bringing a child in that condition in 
the train!” we a 7 | n 
There was a grunt from the other occupants. One said, 
y is not correct. It should not be allowed.” 
Howard turned to the woman. s Madame,” he said, ‘ ‘you 
“have children of yourown, Tthink?”. oe. 
She snorted at him. ‘ ‘Five,” she said. “But never have 
4 travelled with a child in that condition. It is not right, 
Cihat” | -s | 
He said, “Madame, I ask for your help. These children 
are not my own, but I am taking them to England for a 
friend, ‘because in these t times it is better that children 


one was feverish. Tell me, what would you: do, as 


mother”. 





ae The little eae eyes oki ihe old Peasant woman a fixed 
‘ : him. “Has she got Spots i e a 
“JT don’t think so. I don’ t know.” | E 
“Shë snorted. “Give her to me.” She ‘reached out t and : 
a fae Sheila from him, settled her on a capacious lap, and 
-deftly removed her coat. With quick fingers she undid the 


ee child’s clothes and had a good look at her back. and front. n 


“She has no spots,” ’ she said, replacing the garments. “But i 
 fever—poor little one, she is hot as fire. It is not right to 
-expose a child in this condition, m’sieur. She should be: 
sip bed.” ano 
i _ Howard reached out for Sheila and toak her back: the a 
on Frenchwoman was certainly right. He thanked her for 
her help. “It is clear to me that she must go to bed when. 
we arrive at Dijon,” he said. “Should she see a doctor?” 
_ The old woman shrugged her shoulders. “It is not neces- 


sary. A tisane from the chemist, and she will be well. But | 


you must not give her wine while she has fever. Wine. is 
very. heating to the blood.” sanaa 
: Howard said, “I understand, Madame. She shall 1 not 
have WE E Ea ee Rah oe 
“Not even mised with water, or with coffee.” a 
“No. She should have milk?’ 00,200" Ser aes 
“Milk will not hurt her. Many people say that children 
should drink as ‘much milk as wine.” This provoked a 
discussion: upon infant welfare that lasted till 2r gt. 


The station: at Dijon + was a y secthing mass of dee 
With the utmost difficulty Howard got. the children and 
i bags out of the train. He had an attaché case and a 
uitcase and the tin tube that held his rods with ta in 
carriage; the : rest t of his s luggage with the | 





manteau that held the: ‘chiller s clothes. was ‘registered e 
_ through to Paris. Carrying Sheila in his arms and leading — 
~ Ronnie by the hand, he could not carry any of his lug. 


gage; he was forced to leave everything in a corner of 


_ the station platform and thrust his way with the two chil- > 
dren through the crowd towards the exit. Aw 
The square before the station was a mass of lorries and a 
- troops. He threaded his way through and across the road 


to the hotel that he had stayed at before, startled and 
bewildered by the evident confusion of the town. He 


_ forced his way through to the hotel with the children; at- 
the desk the girl recognized him, but told him that all the a 
~ rooms were taken by the military. a 
= “But, mademoiselle,” he said, “I have a sick child to 
look after.” He explained. | 
The girl said, “It is difficult for you, m’sieur. But what 
can I do?” : ee 
_. He smiled slowly. “You can go and fetch Madame, and 

- perhaps it will be possible for us to arrange something.” 

7 Twenty minutes later he was in possession of a. room 
with one large double bed, and apologizing to an indig- 
nant French subaltern whose capitaine had ordered him 

- to double up with another officer. oe 

The bonne, a stout untidy woman bulging out of her. 

o clothes, bustled about and made the room tidy. ‘The ; poor 

- little one,” she said. “She is ‘ill-yes? Be tranquil, mon- 
sieur. Without doubt, she has a little: chill, or she has 
eaten something bad. All will be well, two days, three 
days, perhaps. Then. she will be quite well again.” ' She 
smoothed the bed and. crossed to Howard, sitting on a 
chair still holding Sheila in his arms. “There, 1 monsieur. 
Alli is now W. teady.” S | 
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| The olds man sisoked up at her. “f thank you” 1 he ada : 
o “One thing more. If I put her to bed now, 
‘would you come back ‘and stay with her while I go to. 


| geta doctor?” 


The woman said, “But ER monsieur. The poor he 


1"? 


little one! She watched him as he began to undress Sheila 


-on his lap; at the disturbance she began to cry again. ` The 
- Frenchwoman smiled broadly, and began a stream of o 
7 motherly French chatter to the child, who gradually 
-stopped crying. In a minute or so Howard had surren- 

. dered Sheila to her, and was watching. The bonne looked | 
-up at him. “Go and look for your doctor, monsieur, if 
ce you wish. I will stay with them for a little.” | 


na He left them, and went down to the desk in the hall, 
and asked where he could find a doctor. In the thronging 
crowd the girl paused for a moment. “I do not know, 


= m’sieur . . . yes. One of the Ofret dining in } the restau- 


rant—he is a médecin major.” EF 
- The old man pressed into the crowded restaurant. ae 
me Practically every table was taken by officers, for the most | 
“e part glum and silent. They seemed to the Englishman too 
© be a fat, untidy-looking lot; about half of them were 
-unshaven. After some enquiry he found the médecin 


-major just finishing his meal, and- explained the. position : 


to him. The man took up his red velvet cap and | followed fon 
him upstairs. ges ee 
¥en minutes later he said “Be easy, ‘monsieur. r She. , 
mnt stay warm in bed to-morrow, and perhaps longer. 
: But to- morrow a think that there will be no fever any 
more.” EE T ee e 
ne Howard asked, “What ka she got” e 
Ther man a shrugged | his shoulders indiferenly “She is 





a a current bof air. Children, y you siriderstand, get fever easily. 
“The temperature goes up quite high and very. quickly. 
_ Then in a few hours, down again. . . .” 

He turned away. “Keep her in bed, monsieur. And light 
food only; I I will tell Madame below. No wine.” A 
“No,” said Howard. He took out his ee “With- 
out doubt,” he said, “there is a fee. wo 

-A note passed. The Frenchman folded it and put it in. 
= the breast pocket of his tunic. He paused for a moment. 
“You go to England?” he enquired. mr 

‘Howard nodded. “I shall take them to Paris as soon as. 
“she can travel, and then to ee ce by St. Malo.” 





a couple of feet of bread for hig own supper. “He carried iee 
- these things through the crowded hall and up the stairs 
~ to his own room, afraid to leave the children very long. | 


Ronnie was standing at the window, staring out into. = 


the street. “There's lots and lots of camions and motots 
x the station,” he said excitedly. “And guns, too. Real 
~ guns; with motors ap them! May w we go down and os 
gee?” | e aa 
Le “Not much,” ad the oaa man. “It’s time you were in 
bed.” Ca ea ae SST 
~ He gave the children their supper of cakes, and milk a 
a out of a tooth glass; Sheila seemed cooler, and drank her 
_ milk with very little coaxing. Then it was time to put 
- Ronnie to bed in the big ‘bed beside his sister. The little 
boy asked, “Where are my pyjamas?” Eo 
Howard said, “At the station. We’ll put you into bed 
in your shirt for a start, just for fun. Then PI go and get s 
our pyjamas.” Te gi 
He made a game of it with them, and tucked them up 
carefully | one at each side of the big bed, with a bolster 
| down the middle. “Now you be good,” he said. “T m just 
going to get the luggage. mm leave the. light on: You 
won't be afraid?” eee o 
i Sheila did. not answer; she. was s already nearly asleep, 
curled up, flushed and tousled on the pillow. Ronnie said 
epil, May we see e the guns and the camions to-mor- 


TE you re < geod” P a ee OG 

He left them, and y went dawn: to the hall. The restaurant : 

nd the café ‘were more crowded than e ver; in the throng 
here was no hope at all of getting any one to help him 
: th e luggage. He pushed his way- to. : the door, and 





‘ went out into ‘the street, bewildered a at “the atmosphere of 


the town, and more than a little worried. 


“He found the station yard thronged with lorries and 
- guns, with a few light tanks. Most of the guns were horse- 
drawn; the teams stood in their harness by the limbers 


as if ready to move on at any moment. Around them lor- | 


mS ries rumbled in the darkness, with much melodious shout- 
ig in the broad tones of the southern French. gS 
The station, again, was thronged with troops. They 


| covered all the platforms, smoking and spitting wearily, 
squatting upon the dirty asphalt in the half light, resting 


oe their backs against anything that offered. Howard crossed- 
to the arrival platform and searched painstakingly for his : 


pi luggage among the recumbent forms. He found the tin 


case with his rods and he found the small attaché case; 
_ the suitcase had vanished, nor could he discover any trace 
of the registered luggage. 

He had not expected any more, but the loss of the suit- 
-case was a serious matter. He knew that when he got to 
Paris he would find the registered luggage waiting | for 

_ him in the. consigne, were it six months later. But the 


suitcase had apparently been stolen; either that, or it had 


| -been placed i in safe keeping by some zealous railway off. 
cial. In the circumstances that did not seem probable. 


_ He would look for it in the morning in the meantime 


-they must all get on without pyjamas ‘for the night. He 
_ made his way back to the hotel, and Bp to ‘the bedroom | 
X again. | Pe. Vs oe aoo o 
= Both children were epites: Shéila s was stiot and restless. 
and had thrown off most of her coverings. He spread them 
: over her more lightly, and went down to the restaurant 
to see e if he could get a meal for himself. A tired waite 
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refused soivit:blank, to serve him; there. was. no food left : 


in the hotel. Howard bought a small bottle of brandy in bee 


: the café, and went up to the bedroom again, to dine of 
brandy and water, and his length of bread. 


Presently he stretched himself to sleep uneasily” in the 2 
armchair, desperately worried over what the next day. 
would bring. One fact er. him; he had his rods, re eo 
Ho quite safe. ers 
= Dawn came at five and found him still dozing P a 
in the chair, half covered by the dust-cover from the bed. 
The children woke soon after that and began chattering a 


: and playing in the bed; the old man stirred and sat. up 


- stiffly in his chair. He rubbed a hand over his face; he. 


was feeling very ill. Then the children claimed his atten — 
_ tion and he got up to put them right. 


There was no chance of any further sleep; already there Te 


was much tramping to and fro in the hotel. In the station 


yard outside his window, lorries, tanks, and guns were _ 


on the move; the grinding of the caterpillar tracks, the 
oroar of exhausts, the chink of harness and the stamping. 
of the teams made up a melody of war. He turned back 
to. the children; Sheila was- better, but. still obviously 
i < unwell. He brought the basin to the bed and washed her 
-face and arms; then he combed her hair with the small 
T pocket comb that he had found in the attaché case, one 
of the few small toilet articles he had. He took her tem- 
: perature, under the : arm 1 for fear that she might chew on ; 
T thermometer. pe eg ne 
It came out a degree roe normal; he tried vainly. to 
; recall how much he should add on for the arm. In any 
case it didn’t matter much; shed have to stay in bed. He 
got Ronnie AP: washed him, 2 and : set t him to dress himsel 





~ then I he sponged. over his own face and rang the bell for 
the femme de chambre. He was unshaven, but that could | 
wait. | ee er Se | 

- She came presently, and exclaimed when she saw the 

‘chair and coverlet. “Monsieur has slept so?” she said. “But 
_ there was room in bed for all of you!” 

He felt a little foolish. “The little one is ill,” he said. 
“When a child is ill, she should have room. I was quite 
- comfortable.” | 

Her eyes softened, and she clucked her’ tongue again, 
“Tonight I will find another mattress,” she said. “Be : 
assured, monsieur, I will arrange something.” as 

He ordered coffee and rolls and jam; she went away 
and came back presently with a loaded tray. As she set it 
a down : upon the Te table, he ventured, “I must go 


g. Would you listen for the little saa, in case 


x she cries?” 


He toad. fi ten minutes, listening to. 


| “history. Little Rose was ten years. old, the os 
tro hone woman s n a agland. 




















guard had: to exercise a a good deal of tact to get trid 
of her before his coffee cooled. r Gee oe 

_ An hour later, spruce and shaved and leading: Ronnie. me 

` by the hand, he went out into the street. The little boy, 
-dressed in beret, overcoat, and socks, looked typically o 
French; by contrast Howard in his old tweed suit looked 
-very English. For ten minutes he fulfilled his promise moo 
a the market. square, letting the child drink in his fill of 
o camions, guns, and tanks. They stopped by one cater 
-pillar vehicle, smaller than the rest. ee 
eoi “Celui-ci; ’ said Ronnie clearly, “cest un dhai de com- 
F bat.” | eS 
ooo "The driver smiled broadly. “That's right,” he said in 
‘French, ae 
_ Howard said in French, “I should have called it a tank, 











- “No, no, no,” the little boy said d earnestly. “A tank is ae 
much bigger, monsieur. Truly.” a 
a -The driver laughed. “Tve got one myself just like that, 
back in Nancy. He'll be driving one of these before he’ s 
much older, le petith? s cete n o 
‘ They passed on, and in to the station. For halt an ‘how r 
hey searched the platforms, still thronged with the tired 
_ troops, but found no sign of the lost suitcase. Nor could 
the overworked and worried officials. give any help. t 
‘the end of that time Howard gave it up; it would be 
better to buy a few little things for the children that he 
& could carry. in the attaché case when they. moved. on. 
The loss of a suitcase ‘was not an unmixed disaster for 
man with a weak heart i in time of > war. e 
T left the station and walked ee ia centr 


































ane “some purple s sweets called cassis to cake back with them | E 
<- for Sheila, and they bought a large green picture book — 
; called Babar the Elephant. Then sd) turned back to 
the hotel. E 
< Ronnie said presently, “There’s a motor car from Eng- : 
= land, monsieur. What sort is it?” De 
The old man said, “I don’t suppose I can tell you that.” ae 
aes But. he looked across ‘the road to the filling station. It 
was a big open touring car, roughly sprayed dull green _ 
-all over, much splashed and stained with mud. It was evi- _ 
< dently weeks since it had had a wash. Around it, two or 5 
three men were bustling to get it filled with petrol, oil, 
= and water. One of them was manipulating the air hose 
X at the wheels, e 
-< -One of the men seemed vaguely familiar to the old man. 
S He stopped and stared across the road, trying to place 
_ where they had met. Then he remembered; it was in his 
club six months before. The man was Roger Dickinson; 
- something to do with a newspaper. The Morning Record ; 
= —that was it. He was quite. a well-known man in his own : 
2 line. ee 
— - Howard crossed the oad to him, leading Ronnie ‘by 2 
re the hand. eee he said. “Mr. Roger Dickinson, : 
= isn’t iP", . | F : eo aah 
The man d. ‘Guickly cloth in Tan he toe 
been cleaning of the. windscreen. Recognition dawned 
n his r “T remember,” he said. “In the Wanderers 


: “Howard i is. the r name.’ J e 
oS : “I manha The man 1 stared. at t him. " “What a are e you 2 
_ doing Howe ee ee A Sg oe 
: The old man said, am m on my way t to Paris, but I'm 





- n up ‘here for a few w days, 1 Tn m a afraid.” i He told d Dickin : 


son about Sheila. | en 
The newspaperman said, “You d better get out, , quick. 5 = 
“Why do you say that?” | 


n The newspaperman stared. at PE turning me soiled ae | 
-© cloth over in his hands. “Well, the Germans are across 
the Marne.” The old man stared at him. “And | now y the ae 

| Italians. are coming up from the south.” Ogee 

He did not quite take in the latter sentence. “Across the 


Marne?” he said. “Oh, that’s very bad. Very bad indeed. ee 


_ But what are the French doing?” 


: “Running like rabbits,” said Dickinson. oe 
ei, ‘There was a momentary silence. “What did you say = oe 
that the Italians were doing?” | 


. “They've declared war on France. Didn’t you know?” os 


` The old man shook his head. “Nobody told me that.” 
_ “Jt only happened yesterday. The oe may not have | 
_ announced it yet, but it’s true enough. | 
_ By their side a little petrol flooded out ftom the full 
oe ‘tank | on to the. road; one of the men removed the hose — 
and slammed the snap catch of the filler cap with a metal- 


“lie clang. “That’ s the lot,” he said to Dickinson. “I'll slip 


across. and get a few brioches, and then wed better ret 
: going.” : pie ae ee 
. Dickinson turned to Tow. “You: must get out t of ; 
onr this,” he said. “At once. You'll be all right if you. can get : 
eho, Paris by to-night—at least, I think you: will. ‘There AEE 
boats still running- from St. Malo. 008 ee es 
The old man stared at him. “That's out of the ques | 
tion, Dickinson. The other child has got a temperature, 

e The man >; shrugged, his shoulders, Wel I tell 1 you 





honestly, the ‘French won’t hold. ‘They’ re ; broken now— 
a Tm not being sensationalist. It’s true.” P 

- Howard stood staring’ up the street. “Where are you 
making for?” | 

“Tm going down into Savoy to see what the Italians 
are doing in that part. And then, we're getting out. Maybe 
Marseilles, perhaps across the frontier into Spain.” 

> The old man smiled. “Good luck,” he said. “Don't get 
too near the fighting.” | Paes 

` The other said, “What are you going to. do, yourself?” 

“I don’t quite know. I’ll have to think about it.” 

He turned away towards the hotel, leading Ronnie by 
i ‘the hand. A hundred yards down the road the mud-stained, 
"green car came softly up behind, and edged into the kerb 
_ beside him. 


Dickinson leaned out of the driver’s seat. “Look, How- 


The old x man mated thoughtfully into he car. ot =o a 
poi offer, made ys a generous man. There y were e four 


















. The other said, “All right. You've plenty < of money, 1 l 
o as | z ae 
The old man aed a on hat point, and the re : 
a “car slid away and vanished down the road. Ronnie watched _ 
~it, half crying. Presently he sniffed, and Howard. noticed : 
2 re oe . | a 
“What s the matter?” he said kindly. “What i is i 
- There was no answer. Tears were very near. 000000 
nee Howard searched his mind for childish trouble. “Wan 
ae it the motor car?” he said. “Did you think we were. going 
i have a ride in it?” a 
The little boy nodded dumbly. 
The old man stooped and wiped his eyes. “Never aad, > 
he said. “We'll wait till Sheila gets rid of her cold, and — 
_ then we'll all go for a ride together.” It was in his mind — 
to hire a car, if possible, to take them all the way from 
Dijon to St. Malo and the boat. It would cost a good bit _ 
of money, but the emergency seemed to justify the ex 
pense. | 
“Soon?” | | , | Eg 
es ; “Perhaps the day after to-morrow, if she’ s well enough 
to enjoy it With us ee ae 
"May we go and see the camions and the chars de cor 
bat after déjeuner?” i 
: u they’ re still there we ni go aad see them, just for 2 
little.” ‘He must do something to make up for the disap 
-pointment. But when they reached the station yard, the 
lorries and the armoured cars were gone. There were only 
afew decrepit-looking horses piekered D beneath the endy 
dverüsman for ies and Pernod. 
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~ an advanced maternal instinct. “Already Sheila was , devoted 
to her. La petite Rose had made a rabbit from two of How- | 
-ard's dirty handkerchiefs and three little bits of string, 

Ls and this rabbit had a burrow in the bedclothes on Ron 
o nie’s side of the bed; when you said “Boo” he dived back 
„into his burrow, manipulated ingeniously by la petite 

Rose. Sheila, bright eyed, struggled to tell old Howard 
al about it in mixed French and English. In the middle 
of their chatter three pone passed very. over the 

station and the hotel. 
-© Howard undid his E and gave Sheila the picture a 

- book about Babar the Elephant. Babar was an old friend oe 

aac of la petite Rose, and well known; she took the book and 

: drew Ronnie to the bed, and began to read the story to 
~ them. The little boy soon tired of it; aeroplanes were 

< more in his line, and he went and leaned out of the win : 

y dow hoping to see another one go by. 

= — Howard left them there, and went down to the hall of 

x the hotel to telephone. With great difficulty and great 
oN patience he got through at last to the hotel at Cidoton; — 

_ obviously he must do’ his best to let Cavanagh know the 

difficulties of the journey. He spoke to Madame Lucard, . 
“but: the Cavanaghs had left the day before, to go back to 

Geneva. No doubt they imagined that he was praclealiy s 

g i England by that time. a oe ae 

He tried to put a call through to Cavanagh: at the 

League of Nations in Geneva, and was told curtly that © 

the service into Switzerland had been suspended. He en 

quired about the telegraph service, and was told that all | 
telegrams | to Switzerland must be taken personally to the | 

Bureau de Ville for censoring before they could be ac 

















cepted for despatch. There was ‘said to to be a + very long 


-= queue at the censor’s table. 


It was time for déjeuner; he gave up the struge lew. 
communicate with Cavanagh for the time being. Indeed, 
-he had been apathetic about it from the start. “With the 
clear vision of age he knew that it was not much good; 
if he should get in touch with the parents it would still” 
be impossible for him to cross the border back to them, 
_ or for them to come to him. He would have to carry on. 
and get the children home to England as he had under- 
taken to do; no help could come from Switzerland. | 
© The hotel was curiously still, and empty; it seemed. © 
day that all the soldiers were elsewhere. He went into the 


restaurant and ordered lunch to be sent up to the bed- 


| room ona tray, both for himself and for the children. | 
‘It came presently, brought by the femme de chambre 
There was much excited French about the pictures of 2 


Babar, and about the handkerchief rabbit. The woman | 


ae ‘stood. 


r ae all over; it was the sort of party that she under- 


Howard said, “It has been very, very ed of you to Tet 
la petite Rose be with la petite Sheila. Already he ar 


. x aa friends.” 


‘The woman spoke volubly. “Tj is : hothing, “monsieur— 


: | j nothing at all. Rose likes more than anything to play. with 
Tittle children, or with kittens, or young dogs. Truly, she 
is a little mother, that one.” She rubbed the child’s head 


Be affectionately. ‘ ‘She will come e back after agjenner, if mon- 


oe oo desires?” 


Sheila said, ‘ q want Rose t to come e back after déjeuner, 


ae Monsieur Howard.” 


He said | slowly, “You'd better r go t to o sleep after déje 








” He turned to the woman. OTe she dude come o 
four o ‘clock?” To Rose, ‘ ‘Would you like to come and 
‘aot tea with us this afternoon—English tea?” 

~ She said shyly, “Oui, monsieur’? 

-She went away, and Howard gave the children deir F 
dees Sheila was still hot with a slight temperature. He. 
put the tray outside the door when they had finished, and | ae 
made Ronnie lie down on the bed with his sister. Then 
he stretched out in the armchair, and began to read to 
-them from a book given to him by their mother, called 
Amelianne at the Circus. Before very long the children 
were asleep; Howard laid down the book and slept for an : 
hour himself. : 
Later in the afternoon he walked up through the town 
gain to the Bureau de Ville, leading Ronnie by the hand, . 
with a long telegram to Cavanagh in his pocket. He 
searched for some time for the right office, and finally — 
found it, picketed by an anxious and discontented crowd | 
of French people. The door was shut. The censor had 
closed the ofice and. gone off for the evening , nobody _ 
knew where. The office would be | pa again. at nine in 




































“Iti is not right, that,” said the pednles But it t appeared 
at there was nothing to be done about it, 020 
i Howard walked back with Ronnie to the hotel. ‘There P 
Te troops in the town again, and a long convoy ‘of 
lorries blocked the northward road 1 near the station. In the 
tation yard three very large | tanks were parked, bristling 
with gms, formidable in design but dirty and unkempt 















ne like rabbits.” Ee 
-It could not et be true. The French had ates 


- spent some time examining the aas The litle Bay told | 
him, ` — ~ go right over walls and houses even. k 


“but he was not impressed with what he saw. ‘ 
look very comfortable,” he said mildly. 


| ee guns go bang, bang, bane.” He turned to Howl | 
< “Are they going to stay here all night?” 
“I don’t know. I expect they will. Come on, now; Sheila 
pil want her tea. I on you want pan too.” 


row?” 
SIE they’ re still here.” 


My great -aunt lives in “Tours, 
-In a house with a cherry tree. 
With: a little mouse ‘ou squeak) 









: ing better. Presently. they v were “al playing it it: it was so 
oc that the femme de chambre found them. 
S “She came in with the tea, laughing all over her face. 
; ‘0 Touraine I learned that, as a little girl, myself,” she 
said. “Tt is pretty, is it not? All children like “My great: 
aunt lives in Tours ’"—always, always. In England, mon- 
sieur, do the children play like that?” | 
“Much the same,” ae said. “Children | in 1 every country 
a play the same games.” | 

He gave them their milk ad bread and butter and j jam. 
: Near the Bureau de Ville he had seen a shop selling ginger- 
bread cakes the tops of which were covered in crystallized 
fruits and sweets. He had bought one of these; as he was- 
quite unused to housekeeping it was three times as large 
as was necessary. He cut it with his penknife on the dress- 
ing table and they all had a slice. It was a very merry tea 
party, so merry that the grinding of caterpillar tracks 
and the roaring of exhausts outside the window passed | 
them by unnoticed, — : one é 
-< They played a little more e after tea; then he washed the < 






























helped him to undress them and put them into ‘their new 
pyjamas; then she held Sheila on her capacious Jap while 





her was passing off. Te. would not be right, he decided, to. : 
travel on the next day; he had no wish to be held up 


ble t to get away, If Tiheys started 1 vey early i in 1 the morning aoe 





children as the femme de chambre re-made the bed. She 


the old man took her temperature carefully under the 
arm. It was ‘still a degree or so above normal though the: 
child) was obviously better; whatever had been wrong with o 


with another illness. in: less comfortable. surroundings. Cee 
But on the day after that, he thought it should be pos- os 
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| hey would get ‘cock to St. Malo i in ‘the day. He would 
see about the car that night. A 
Presently both the children were in bed, and kissed. i 
good- -night. He stood in the passage outside the room with 
the femme de chambre and her little girl. “To-night, 
monsieur,” she said, “presently, when they are aslêep, I 
will bring a mattress and make up a bed for monsieur 
on the floor. It will be better than the armchair, that.” 
“Vou are very kind,” he said. “I don’t know why you 
should be so very, very good to us. I am most grateful. ae 
She said, “But, monsieur, it is you who are kind... .” 
He went down to the lobby, wondering a little at the 
-effusive nature of the French. nee 
Again the hotel was full of officers. He pushed his way. 
to the desk, and said to the girl, “I want to hire a car, _ 
not now, but the day after to-morrow—for a long journey. 


Can you tell me which garage would be the best?” 
© She said, “For a long journey, monsieur? How far?” 
“To St. Malo, in Normandy. The little girl is still not 
a y well. I think it will be easier to take her home by 


She said doubtfully, “The Garage Citroën would be the 


, "Best But it.will not be easy, monsieur. You understand— 


the cars have all been taken. for the army. It would be : 
easier to gò: by train? =o ag : ; 
He shook his head. “Ta rather go by car.’ o 
_She eyed him for a moment. “Monsieur i is s going away, 


a then, the day after to-morrow?” 


Yes, if the little girl i is well aai to taval, ? 

She said awkwardly, “I am desolated, but it will be. nec 

essary for monsieur to go. then, at the latest. IE the little 
one is still a we e will a to o find a room for monsieur 

















- the to town. ‘But v we have heard this ifteinoon; the hötel i is to 
n be taken over to-morrow by the Bureau ed of the 
“railway, from Paris.” 

He stared at her. “Age they moving the offices from 
Paris, then?” 7 : gi 
-She shook her head. “I only know what I have told you, z 
monsieur. All our guests must leave.” i n ; 
He was silent for a minute. Then he said; “What did Ae 

you say was the name of the garage?” be ge 
i the Garage Citroén, monsieur. I will telephone and | 
ask them, if you wish?” 

i -He said, ‘ ‘Please do.” 7 
: "She turned away and went into the box; he waited at 
the desk, worried and anxious. He felt that the net of cir- 
umstances was closing in on him, driving him where he 
did not want to go. The car to St. Malo was the knife that- 
would cut through his difficulties and free him. Through 
the glass of the booth he saw her speaking volubly into $ 
the telephone; he waited on tenterhooks. == 2200 
_ She came back presently. “It is impossible,” she said. a 
‘There is no car available for such a journey. I regret— 
Monsieur Duval the proprietor of the garage regrets also 
~but. Monsieur will have to go by train?” = eo 
He said very quietly, “Surely i it would be possible t to ar- 
range something? There. must be a car r of some sort or an- z 
other?” ee ae | 
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i ~ owner was s quite positive. “A car, yes; "Jie declared, «yp hat ae 
orgs the least thing, monsieur; T could find the car. But : 
-~ petrol—not a ae that has not been taken by the army. 
Only by fraud can I get petrol for the car—you under- | 
| _ stand? And then, the roads. It is not possible to make one 5. | 
-way along the road to Paris, not possible at all, monsieur! : 
“Finally,” he said, “I could not find a driver for a jour- 
ney such as that. The Germans are across the Seine, mon- 
2 sieur; they are across the Marne. Who knows where they 
: will be the day after to-morrow?” | 
~The old man was silent. | ar 
The Frenchman said, “If Monsieur wishes to vet back ti to 
England he should go by train, and he should go very 


soon.” 


<- Howard thanked him for the advice, and went out into 
the street. Dusk was falling; he moved along the pave- 
l ment, deep in thought. He stopped by a café and went in, 
and ordered a Pernod with water. He took the drink and 
went and sat down at a table by the wall, and stayed there 
for some time staring at the garish advertisements of cor- 
: dials upon the walls. : el ey 
Things had grown serious. I he left now, at once, 1 
might be possible to win through to St. Malo and to. Eng- 
land; if he delayed another thirty-six hours it might ver 
3 well be that St. Malo would ‘be: overwhelmed. and. smoth 
ered in the tide of the German, rush, as. Calais had ‘been 
smothered, and Boulogne. It seemed. incredible that they | 
could still be coming on so fast. Surely, surely, they would. 
-be checked before they got. to Paris? k could not. possibly 
be true that Paris would fall? Ca 








x “He ould. go Bie now to she hotel. He ould: get ban 
ee children up and dress them, pay the bill at the hotel, 
and take them to the station. Ronnie would be all right. 
Sheila—well, after all, she had a coat. Perhaps he could get 
hold of a shawl to wrap her up in. True it was night time 
i and the trains would be irregular; they might have to sit 
-about for hours on the platform in the night waiting fora 
-train that never came. But he would be getting the chil- ~ 
z dren back to England, as he had promised Gamh | 
But then, if Sheila should get worse? Suppose she took 
oa chill and got pneumonia? 
If that should happen, he would never forgive himself. 
The children were in his care; it was not caring for them 
‘if he went stampeding to the station in the middle of the © 
night to start on a long, uncertain journey regardless of ‘ 
their weakness and their illness. That wasn’t prudence. 
» That was ... fright. © ~ ee 
He smiled a little at himself. That’s what it was, just 
~ fright—something to be conquered. Looking after chil- 
dren, after all, meant caring for them in sickness. Thats — 
what it meant. It was quite clear. He’d taken the responsi- _ 
bility for them, and he must see it through, even though it : 
-now seemed likely to land him into difficulties that he had 
not quite anticipated when he first took on the job. — 
_ He got up and went back to the hotel. In the lobby the 
gid said. to-hiri,.. © 
` “Monsieur has found 2. a ee 
: He shook his head. “T shall stay ee till the day after 
te irr Then, if the little gil is. well, we will Bo on. 
by train’ oo aa a E ee | 7 
He“ ‘paused. “One thing, 















































mademoiselle. i shall oniy: be 
able to take ¢ one little bag. for the three of us, that I can 











‘carry yell: Te 1 leave my fishing rods, ` would you look 
after them for me for a time?” n | a 
“But certainly, monsieur. They will be quite safe.” 
He went into the restaurant and found a seat for din- io 

ner. It was a great relief to him that he had found a means 

to place his rods in safety. Now that that little problem ` à 

- had been solved, he was amazed to find how greatly it had 

“been distressing him; with that disposed of he could face 
the future with a calmer mind. _ | more 
He went up to the bedroom shortly after da The | 


femme de chambre met him in the corridor, the ‘yellow, oo 


dingy corridor of bedrooms, lit only by a low power lamp 7 


without a shade. “I have made Monsieur a bed upon the — 


floor,” she said in a low tone. “You will see.” She turned 
away. ae 
“That was very kind of you,” he said. He paused, and 
looked curiously at her. In the dim light he could not see & 
very clearly, but he had the impression that she was sob- 
- bing. 
“Is anything the matter?” he asked gently. 
-© She lifted the corner of her apron to her eyes. Te is 
" nothitig? ,”’ she muttered. “Nothing at all.” 
= He hesitated, irresolute. He could not leave her, culd. 


‘not just walk into his bedroom and shut the door, if she 


v in trouble. She had been too helpful with the chil- 
dren. “Is it Madame?” he said. “Has she complained about 


your work? If so, I will speak to her. I will tell, her how 


» much you have helped me.’ ae oe 
She shook her head, and wiped her eyes. “Kri is not that, : 
: monsieur,” ’ she said. Su I am dismissed. I am to got to. 


na a morrow.’ 


He was s amazed. “But a a 
a 





“Five years,” she said. “Five years or have been with i 
_ Madame~in all seasons. of the „year, monsieur—five years ee 
continuously! And now, to be dismissed at the day! Itis 
: intolerable, that.” She began to weep a little louder. 
© The old man said, “But why has Madame done this?” 
= She'said, “Have you not heard? The hotel is closing to > 
o It is to be an office for the railway.” She raised 
her tear-stained face. “All of us are dismissed, monsieur, _ 
~ every one. I do not know what will happen to me, and uu 
: la petite Rose.” l oe 
He was dumbfounded, not knowing what to say to help one 
the woman. Obviously if the hotel was to be an office for 
the railway staff there would be no need for any chamber- 


“maid: the whole hotel staf would have to go. He hesi- ; 


ated, irresolute. ee 
“You will be all right,” ae said at last. “It will p easy 
: for so good a femme de chambre as you to get another 
job. a fg 
; She shook her head. “It is not so. All the hotels are ee 
ing, and what family can now afford a servant? You are 
kind, monsieur, but it is not so. I dor not know how we 
shall live.” ao ee | ae 
“You. have some relations, or family that you can go to, | 
no doubt?” — re oe ao o 
“There is nobody, m monsieur. Only my y brother, father o£ | 
little Rose, and he is in England.” E gS TM te aoa s 
Howard remembered the wine waiter at the Dickens 
Hotel in Russell square. He said a word or two of meagre : 
omfort and optimism to the woman; presently | he escaped 
nto the bedroom. It was- impossible for him to BE her. 
ny help in her great trouble. 0) e oo o E 
‘She had made him quite a comfortable bed upon amat 





“tress id upon the floor: te went: over to ‘the children’ s 
bed and took a look at them; they were sleeping very 3 
- deeply though Sheila still seemed bot. He sat for a little © 
reading in the armchair, but he soon grew tired; he had 
not slept properly the night before ad he had had ane. 
: anxious and a worrying day. ano he undressed, and 
i. went to bed upon the floor. a 
© When he awoke, the dawn was bright; from the window | 
-there came a great groaning dia as a tank got under 
way and Taberi up the road. The children were awake _ 
and playing i in the bed; he lay for a little simulating sleep, 
and then got up. Sheila was cool, and apparently quite 


| : He dressed himself and took her temperature. It was very 
slightly above normal still; evidently whatever it was that 
had upset her was passing off. He washed them both and 
set Ronnie to dress himself, then went - downstairs to order o 
breakfast. 
© The hotel routine was already disarranged. Furniture 
4 was being taken from the restaurant; it was clear that no 
: more meals would be served there. He found his way into 
the kitchen, where he discovered the femme de chambre 
in depressed consultation with the other servants, and ar 
ranged for a tray to be sent up to his room. > 
That was a worrying, trying sort of day. The news s from 
the north was uniformly bad; in the town people stood 
- about in little groups talking in low tones. He went to the 
station after breakfast with Ronnie to enquire about the 
trains. to Paris, leaving Sheila in bed in the devoted care 
of la petite Rose. They told him at the station that the 
: trains to Paris were much disorganized “a cause de la iti 
tion militaire,” butt trains were leaving ¢ every three or fo 
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hours: So = as ‘they knew, the services from Paris to St. 
: < Malo were normal, though that was on. the Chemin de 
L'Ouest. 
© He walked up with Ronnie to the centre of the town, 
-and ventured rather timidly into the children’s depart- 
ment of a very large store. A buxom Frenchwoman came 
-forward to serve him, and sold him a couple of woollen : 

"jerseys for the children and a grey, fleecy blanket. He 


: bought the latter more by instinct than by reason, fearful - 
-of the difficulties of the journey. Of all difficulties, the one 


he dreaded most was that the children would get ill again. 
Sarta They bought a few more sweets, and went back to the 
pi hotel. Already the hall was thronged with seedy-looking 
- French officials, querulous from their journey and disput- 
ing over offices. The girl from the desk met Howard as he 
went upstairs. He could keep his room for one more night, oe 
she said; after that he must get out. She would try and ar- S 
range for meals to be sent to the room but he would un- 
a derstand—it would not be as she would wish the service. | 
cee He thanked her, and went on upstairs. La petite Rose — 
: was reading about Babar to Sheila from the picture book; . 


-she was curled up in a heap on the bed and they were a 


2 looking at the pictures together. Sheila looked up at ne 
Howard; bright and vivacious as he remembered her at 
- Gidoton. | a n oe 
Ses “Regardez,” she said, “voici i Jacko climbing right up the 
queue de Babar on to his back!” She wriggled i in exquisite aS 
~ amusement. “Tent he naughty! ieee ae = o 
He stooped and looked at the n with them. “He 
is a naughty monkey, isn’t he?” he said. : 
a - Sheila said, “Drefully naughty.” a seedy 
Rose said very softly, Qe est-ce Ane, monsieur a dit” 





Rae explained: to her in i reich, and the bilingual 
hddien went on in the language of the country. To How- _ 
ard they always spoke in English, but French came nat- 7 
urally to them when playing with other children. It was 
‘not easy for the old man to determine in which language 
they were most at home. On the whole, Ronnie seemed to 
prefer to speak in English. Sheila slipped more naturally . 

into French, perhaps because she was younger and more EnS 
o in charge of nurses. ee 7: 

- The children were quite happy by themselves. Honea 
got out the attaché case and looked at it: it was very small a 
to hold necessities for three of them. He decided that Ron- 
nie might carry that one, and he would get a rather larger 
-case to carry himself, to supplement it. Fired by this idea, 

he went out of the bedroom to go to buy a cheap fibre _ 
| case. = 
On the landing he met the femme de chambre. She hesi- F 

; ated, then stopped him. . 
-= “Monsieur is leaving to-morrow?” she said. ‘ 
“IT have to go away, because they want the room,” he re- 
| plied, “But I think the little girl is well enough to travel. 
Ishall get her up for déjeuner, and ne this afternoon 
oS she can come out for a little walk with us.’ ee 
_ “Ah, that will be good for her. A little walk, in the : 
~ sun.” ’ She hesitated again, and then she said, “Monsieur is 
velling direct to England?” os ors. ge es 
He nodded. “I shall not stay in Paris. I shall take the : 
> first train to $t. Malo.” Le ee 
s -She turned her e up, to him, lined: and prematurely 
“old, beseeching. - Monsieur—it is terrible to ask. Wouig 
you take la petite Rose with yout to England?” ee 





; He was alenn he did not quite know what to say ¢ to 
‘dak She went on hurriedly, 

_ “I have the money for the far e, monsieur. And Rose is X 
z good little girl—oh, she is so good, that one. She would a 
“not trouble Monsieur, no more than a little mouse.’ 

` Every instinct warned the old man that he must kill this 


S iig stone dead—quick. Though he would not admit it anh 


-to himself he knew that to win through to England would 
~~ take all his energy, burdened as he was with two little chil- a 
dren. In the background of his mind lurked fear, fear of - 
_ impending, absolute disaster. 
_ He stared down at the tear-stained, anxious face, and 
‘temporized. ‘ ‘But why do you want to send her to Eng- 
land?” he asked. “The war will never come to Dijon. She : 
will be quite safe here.” me 
The woman said, “I have no money, monsieur. Her 
father 3 is in England, but he cannot send money to: us here, ; 
It is better that she should go to England, now.” 
- He said, “Perhaps I could arrange to help him to snd 
money.” ’ There was still a substantial balance on his letter i 
of credit. “You do not want her to leave you, do you?” a 
She said, “Monsieur, things are happening in France 
that; you English do not understand. We are afraid of what 
is coming, all Of us. 0 63.0 
- They were silent for a moment. es a 
“T know. things. are very bad,” he aia quietly. | “Tey may 
be difficult for me, an Englishman, to get to England now. 
I on’t think i it will be—but it may. Suppose I could not 
get her out of the country for some reason?” ee pi 
She wrinkled her face a , and | lifted the comer of her 
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a muttered. o do not ‘know what i is going o happen to us, - 
: here in Dijon. I am afraid.” She began to. cry again. 
_ He patted her awkwardly upon the shoulder. “There,” - 
he said. “TI will think about it this afternoon. It’s not x i 
thing to be decided in a hurry.” He made his aapi from 
her, and went down to the street. | ee 
: Once out in the street, he quite forgot what: te had 
° a come for. Absent-mindedly he walked towards the centre 
-of the town, wondering how he could evade the charge of © 
-another child. Presently he sat down in a café and ordered 
himself a bock. | Henna 
It was not that he had anything against la petite Rose. _ 
On the contrary, he liked the child; she was a quiet, 
~ motherly little thing. But she would be another drag on. 
` him at a time when he knew with, every instinct of his be- 
ing that he could tolerate no further drags. He knew him- 
self to be in danger. The sweep and drive of Germany ` 
‘down in to France was no secret any longer; it was like the 
-rush through Belgium had been in the last war, only more. 
intense. If he delayed a moment longer than was necessary, 
he would be engulfed by the invading army. For an Eng- 
lishman that meant a concentration camp, ` for a man | of his 
age that probably meant death. foes 
_ From his chair upon the pavement he stared out upon 
the quiet, sunlit Place. Bad times were coming | for the 
French; he and. his children must get out of it, damn < 
| quick. If the Germans conquered they would bring with 
them, inevitably, their trail of pillage and starvation, grad- 
ually mounting towards anarchy: as they faced the inevi- 
table © defeat. He must. not det his. children be caught i in 





Pied ‘Piper — 


Tt was s bad luck on little Rose. He had nothing against a 
“hens indeed, she had:helped him in the last two days. He 
‘would have found it difficult to manage Sheila if Rose had 

~ not been there. She had kept the little girl, hardly more 

-than a baby, happy and amused in a way that Howard 

himself could never have managed alone. a 

It was a pity that it was impossible to take her. In nor- ; 
mal times he might have been glad of her; he had tried in ~ 

-< Cidoton to find a young girl who would travel with them 

- to Calais. True, Rose was only ten years old but she was 

o -French; they grew up very quickly. . 

‘Was it impossible to take her? : 

7 Now it seemed desperately cruel, impossible to leave 

“her behind. fe 

_. He sat there miserably irresolute for half an hour. In 

the end he got up and walked slowly back to the hotel, 

deperately worried. In his appearance he had aged five 

_ years. ra 

_. He met the femme de chambre upon the landing. “I 
have made up my mind,” he said heavily. “La petite Rose 

may come with us to England; I will take her to her father, y 
-She must be ready to start to-morrow morning, at seven : 
oO clock.” 





HAT night Howard slept very little. He lay upon his 
ed on the floor, revolving in his mind the things | he 
had. to do, the various alternative plans he must make if. 
-things should go awry. He had no fear that they would 
not reach Paris. They would get there all right; there waso 
„a train every three or four hours. But after that—what 
` then? Would he be able to get out of Paris again, to St. 
Malo for the boat to England? That was the knotty point. | 
‘Paris had stood a siege before, in 1870; it might well be 
that she was going to stand another one. With three chil- 
dren on his hands he could not let himself be caught i ina 
paar city. Somehow or other her must find out about 


ie: got | up at about half past five, and shaved: and 
dressed, ‘Then he awoke the children; they were drethi at 


dap 4 aiid ake her on wae Jap and wipe her eyes and ake 
a fuss or her. In pe of the tears s she was cool and well, 


Ronnie said deii. hee) we e going in ther motor “car?” 
ot, | said the old man, ‘ “not to- day. i couldn’ t get: a car 
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“Ts that the train we're going to epi in?” 

< Howard shook his head patiently. © 

| & that, either. We may have to sleep in 

we ll be on the sea to-night.” 

“On a ship?” 

a “Yes. Go on and clean yous teeth; 

paste on the brush for you.” 

| _ There was a thunderous roar above the hotel, and an 


monoplane, dark green in colour. In fe dence a E 
was a little desultory rattle, like musketry fire upon a dis- 


t 


tant range. , Loe 
~The old man sat upon the bed, staring at it as it receded . 
: in the distance. It couldn’t possibly . | 
' - Ronnie said, ‘““Wasn’t that one ae Mr. Howard?” 

| They'd never have the nerve to fly so low as_that. It 
3 mitist have been a French one. “Very low,” he said, a little © 

i _unsteadily. “Go on and clean your teeth.” — Pe 
= Presently there was a tap upon the door, and the femme 
de chambre was there bearing a tray of coffee and rolls. 
-Behind her came la petite Rose, dressed in her Sunday 
best with a large black straw hat, a tight black overcoat a 
ii and white socks. She looked very uncomfortable. os 
ae - Howard said kindly in French, “Good morning, Rose. 
: Are you coming with us to England?” , 
-She said, “Oui, monsieur.” eee 
The femme de chambre said, “All Aine she has Been 
os talking about going in the train, and going to England, — 
-and going to live with her father. She has hardly slept at 
all, that one.” There was a twist in her smile as she spoke; A] 
it seemed ty to Howard that she v was not far from | tears again, : 
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“That’s fine,” Te said. He. turned to the femme: de 


: chambre,‘ ‘Sit down and have a cup of coffee with us. Rose ; 


will, won’t you, Rose?” | 
‘The woman said, “Merci, monsieur. But I have the 
sandwiches to prepare, and I have had my coffee.” She _ 
rubbed the little girl’s shoulder. “Would you like another F 
cup of coffee, ma petite?” i 
She left Rose with them, and went out. In the bedroom 


= Howard sat the children down, each with a buttered rol 
to eat and a cup full of weak coffee to drink. The children 


ate very slowly; he had finished his own meal by the time | | 
they were only half way through. He potie:e2 about and 
~ packed up their small ie Rose had her own things _ 
ina little attaché case upon the floor beside her. ` 
_ The children ate on industriously. The femme de cham- 
bre came back with several large, badly wrapped parcels 
of food for the journey, and a very large wine bottle full 
of milk. “There,” she said ae “Nobody wil starve _ 
to-day!” ae 
oe ene children laughed merrily at the poor joke. Rose | 
: had finished, and Ronnie was engulfing the last mouthful, _ 
-but Sheila was still eating steadily. There was nothing now - 
oto wait for, and the old man was anxious to get to the sta- 
7: tion for fear that they might miss a train. “You don’ t wang : 
~~ that, * he said to Sheila, indicating her half eaten roll. 
“You'd better leave it. We've got to go now.’ 
- “I want it,” she said aneus: 
— "But: we've got to go now.’ 

ie L want it” peee ag 
He was not going to waste energy over “that. “AN right, » | 
he said, “ “you ¢ can bring it along with yen He picked up 
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“their bags and shepherded them all out into the corridor 
and down the stairs. | | e 

-< At the door of the hotel he turned to the femme de 
chambre. “If there is any difficulty I shall come back | 
_ here,” he said. “Otherwise, as I said, I will send a telegram 
_ when we reach England, and Rose is with her father.” _ 

She said quickly, “But Monsieur must not pay for that. 
| Henri will send the telegram.” 

He was touched. “Anyway, it will be sent directly y we 
-arrive in London. Au revoir, mademoiselle.” 

“Au revoir, monsieur. Bonne chance.” She stood and 
watched them: as he guided the three children across the 
road in the thin morning sunlight, the tears running all 
unheeded down the furrows of her face. 

In the station there was great confusion. It was quite 
f Gapbatble to find out the times or likelihood of trains, o 
whether amongst all the thronging soldiers there would be 
seats for children. The most that he could learn was that 
_trains for Paris came in at Quai 4 and that there had been. 
two since midnight. He went to the booking office to get a 
iket for Rose, but it was closed. T Fee ers 

“One does not aes tickets any more,” a bystander said. 
“Tri is not necessary.” eae ans A Ps 
The old man stared at him. : One pays, ‘then, on the 
“train, perhaps?” ae | oe 
The man shrugged his shoulders, -Petapa 





- great competition to get to Paris; all the traffic seemed. to 

; be the other way. | ee 
He saw an engine driver, and spores hea him. “Tt is os 

here that the train for Paris will arrive?” - - 
“But certainly.” . : 


The statement was not reassuring. The empty spaces of: 


-the platform oppressed the old man; they were unnatural, — 
ominous. He walked along to a seat and put down all the | 


parcels and attaché cases on it, then settled down to wait e 
until a train should come. o 
_ The children began running up and down the plaira, i 
= playing games of their own making. Presently, mindful of | 
the chill that had delayed him, he called Ronnie and | 
Sheila to him and took off their coats, thinking to put 
them on when they were in the train. As an afterthought 
S turned to Rose. | 
© “You also,” he said. “You will be better playing without 
your coat, and the hat.” 
_ He took them off her, and put them on the seat beside 
“him. Then he lit his pipe, and settled down to wait in Pe 
a tience for the train. te 3 : 
It came at about half past eight, when’ they fad been 
: there for an hour and a half. There were a few people on 
-the platform by that time, not very many. It steamed into 

the station, towering above them; there were two soldiers 
on the footplate of the engine with the train crew. i 
To his delight, it was not a crowded train. He made a 
quickly as he could for a first class. compartment, and 
found one occupied only by two morose officers of the 
Armée de V Air. ‘The children swarmed on to the seats and 
climbed all over the carriage, examining everything, chat- 
tering to > each other i in mixed French and English 





= two officers: looked eaa halon fe minutes chad 
elapsed they had got up, swearing below their breath, and 
had removed to another carriage. 
- Howard looked at them helplessly as they went. He 
| “would have liked to apologize, but he didn’t know how 
to put it. 
Presently he got the children to sit down. Mindful of 
chills he said, “You'd better put your coats on now. Rose, | 
you put yours on, too.” 
© He proceeded to put Sheila into hers. Rose looked 
around the carriage blankly. “Monsieur—where is my 
coat? And my hat, also?” AG 
He looked up. “Eh? You had them when we got into 
7 a train?” | n 
< But she had not had them. She had rushed with the 
-other children to the carriage, heedless, while Howard . 
hurried along behind her, burdened with luggage. Her ; 
-< coat and hat had been left upon the station bench. | , 
Her face wrinkled up, and she began to cry. The alae 
: “onan stared at her irritably for a moment; he had thought n 
-that she would be a help to him. Then the patience borne | 


SOE seventy years of disappointments came to his aid; he sat 


-down and drėw her to him, wiping her eyes. “Don’t 
i bother about it,” he said gently. “We'll get another hat 
-and another coat in Paris. You shall choose them your 
o a P 
She sobbed, “But they were so expens sive.” | 7 
oo Ble: wiped her eyes again. “Never mind,” he said. Da 
A be helped. I'll tell your aunt when I send. the $ 

telegram that it wasn’t your fault. cae “ 
“Presently: she mopped « crying. “Howard undid one of his 





“many Sal of food and eG all tad: a bit of: an n orange | 
to eat, and all troubles were forgotten. o 

The train went slowly, stopping at every station and Oc. : 
casionally in between. From Dijon to Tonnerre is seventy 
miles; they pulled out of that station at about half past — 


_ eleven, three hours after leaving Dijon. The children had 
=; stood the journey pretty well so far; for the last hour they pee 
had been running up and down the corridor shouting, 


_ while'the old man dozed uneasily in a corner of the com- 
_ partment. | | 7 
-~ He roused after Tonnerre, and fetched them all Bak 
into the carriage for déjeuner of sandwiches and milk and 
oranges. They ate slowly, with frequent distractions . to Ue 
look out of the window. Sandwiches had a tendency to be- © 
~ come mislaid during these pauses, and to vanish down be- — 
-© tween the cushions of the seats. Presently they were full. — 
-He gave them each a cup of milk, and laid Sheila down to 


-= rest upon the seat, covered over with the blanket he had 


bought in Dijon. He made Rose and Ronnie sit down | 
a quietly and look at Babar; then he was able to. rest qpieuy 
himself. aoe 
S - From Tonnerre to Joigny i is thirty miles. The train was 
é -going slower than ever, stopping for long periods for no. 
_ apparent reason. Once, during one of these pauses, a lar ge x 
= flight of aeroplanes passed by the window, flying very - 
-v high; the old man was shocked to hear the noise of gun- - 
bre and to see a few white puffs of smoke burst in nthe S 
ae cloudless sky far, far below them. It seemed incredible but. 


— they must be German. He strained his eyes for fighters so 
-far as he could do without calling the attention of the chil- : 


dren from their book, but there were no » Aghters, to be 





seen. The machines wheeled slowly round and headed back 
towards the east, unhindered by the ineffective fire. 

~The old man sank back into his seat, full of doubts and 
fears. 

‘He was dozing a little when the train pulled in to Joigny 
soon after one S clocks: It stood there in the station in the 
hot sunlight, interminably. Presently a man came down. 
the corridor. | | S 

“Descendez, monsieur,” he said. “This train goes no 
- further.” n 

-Howard stared up at him dumbfounded. “But—this j is 
the Paris train?” 

“Tt is necessary to change here. One must descend.” 

‘When will the next train leave for Paris?” 

“I do not know, monsieur. That is a military affair.’ 

He got the children into their coats, gathered his things | 
Vogether, and presently was on the platform, burdened’ 
-with his luggage, with the three children trailing after him. 
‘He went straight to the station-master’s office. There was 
"an officer there, a capitaine des transports. The old man. 
-asked a few straight questions, and got straight answers. 

“There will be no more trains for Pari is, Monsieur, 
N one at all. I cannot tell moy why, but no more trains will 


England, with these children. How would you ‘advise me 
to get! there?” ee | | ee 





_ Montargis. vee must go b Montargis, monsieur. By 
the autobus to o Monas then to Pithiviers; from Pithi- 
viers to Angerville, ae from Angerville to Chartres. From : 
Chartres you will be able to go by train to St. Malo.” . 
He turned to an angry Frenchwoman behind Howard, : 
and the old man was elbowed out of the way. He retired 
on to the platform, striving to remember the names of the 
_ places that he had just heard. Then he thought of his little © 
“Baedeker” and got it out, and traced the recommended 
‘course across country to Chartres. It skirted round Paris, 
sixty miles further west. So long as there were buses one- 
could get to Chartres that way, but Heaven alone knew 
how long it would take. ae 
-He knew the ropes where French country autobuses i 
_were concerned. He went and found the bus out in the _ 
station yard, and sat in it with the children. If he had been 
_ten minutes later he would not have found a seat. ri 
- Worried, and distracted by the chatter of the children, 
he tried to plan his course. To go on to Montargis seemed. 
the only thing to do, but was he wise to do it? Would it. 
not be better to try and travel back to. Dijon? ‘The route 
that he had been given through Montargis to Chartres | was 
- quite a sensible one according to his “Baedeker”; it lay 
along a good main road for the whole of the hundred. 
miles or so to Chartres. This bus would give him a good 
Uift of thirty-five or forty miles upon the way, so that by the 
time he left it he would be within sixty miles of Chartres 
. and the railway to St. Malo; provided he could get a bus 
to carry him: that sixty miles he would be quite all right. 
Ifall went well he would reach Chartres that night, an 
St. Malo the next morning; ‘then. the cross-Channel boat. 
and he would be home i in England. 





-i seemed all right, but was it really wise? He could get me 
i back to Dijon, possibly, though even that did not seem : 
very certain. But if he got back there, what then? With 
the Germans driving forward into France from the north, 
„and the Italians coming up from the south, Dijon seemed 
to be between two fires. He could not stay indefinitely in 
-~ Dijon. It was better, surely, to take courage and go for- 
-ward in the bus, north and by west in the direction of | 
-the Channel and home. | 
- The bus became filled with a hot, sweating crowd of 
French country people. All were agitated and upset, all 
bore enormous packages with them, all were heading to 


-the west. Howard took Sheila on his knee to make more A 


room and squeezed Ronnie standing up between his legs. 
Rose pressed up against him, and an enormous woman — 
with. a very small infant in arms shared the seat with 
_ them. From the conversation of the people in the bus — 
‘Howard learned that the Germans were still pouring on, 
-but that Paris would be defended to the last. Nobody 
< knew how far the Germans had advanced, how near to _ 
Joigny they might be. It was wise to move, to go and stay 
with relations further to the west. - 
: One man said, “The Chamber has left Paris. Iti is now 5 
at Tours.” Somebody else said that that rumour was not i 
ttue, and a desultory argument began. Nobody seemed T 
to take much interest in the Chamber; Paris and the life 
of cities meant very little. to these peasants and near- 
_ peasants., a a m 
-It was suffocatingly hot in oe ‘bus. The two English: 
children stood it better than Howard could have expected; oS 
la petite Rose seemed t to > be more affected than ‘they were. : 





| Howard: B sown saw that she had gone very white, 
He bent ears her. a 
‘“‘Are you tired?” he said. kindly. ‘She ade ee head 


- mutely. He turned and struggled with the window at his a 


side; presently he succeeded in opening it a little and let- 
ting in a current of warm, fresh air. ee 
Presently the driver climbed into his seat, and the grossly of 
| overloaded vehicle lumbered from the square. 25 
The movement brought a little more air into the bus. ae 


‘They left the town after a couple of stops carrying an ECs 
additional load of people on the roof. They started out — 


along the long straight roads of France, dusty and in poor | 
repair. The dust swirled round the heavy vehicle; it drove 
in at the open window powdering them all. Ronnie, stand- 
ing between the old man’s legs, clung to the window avid ` 
for all that he could see; Howard turned Sheila on his lap 
- with difficulty so that she could see out too. — 
= — Beside him, presently, Rose made a little wailing cry. 
© Howard looked down, and saw her face white with a light z 
-~ greenish hue; before he could: do anything to help her she | 


had vomited upon the floor. 


_ For a moment he was startled and disgusted. ‘Then pa- 
- tience came back to him; children couldn’t help that sort 
of thing. She was coughing and weeping; he pulled out 
oe his handkerchief and wiped her face and comforted. bern 
© “Pauvre petit chou,” he said owen “You. will be 


ae better now. It is the heat.” 


Bee With some struggling he moved Sheila over ond | lifted 
a Rose up on his knee, so that she could see out and have 


- more air. She was still crying bitterly; he wiped her eyes 
and talked to her as gently as he.could. The broad woman, 


o | by him smiled serenely, quite unmoved by the disaster. : 
































ae ( Piper ee 


| ete is be ae > she ‘said in oh Midland Tein, oC 
ike the sea. Always I have been sick when, as a little 
5 girl, I have travelled. Always, always: In the train and in © 
~ the bus, always, quite the same.” She bent down, “Sois 
_ tranquille, ma petite,” she said. “It is nothing, that.” ee 
Rose glanced up at her, and stopped crying. Howard | 
F chose the cleanest corner of his handkerchief and wiped - 
© her eyes. Thereafter she sat very quiet and subdued > 
upon his knee, watching the slowly moving scene outside 
-the window. a a 
: : “T’m never sick in motor cars,” said Ronnie ei in 
English. The woman looked at them with new curiosity; 
hitherto they had spoken in French. | “ 
. The road was full of traffic, all heading to the west. Old k 
battered motor cars, lorries, mule carts, donkey carts, all — 
were loaded to disintegration point with people making 
for Montargis. These wound in and out among the crowds | 
‘of people pushing hand carts, perambulators, wheelbar- 
tows, even, all loaded with their goods. It was incredible _ 
to Howard; it seemed as though the whole countryside — 
were i in flight before the armies. The women working ino 
the fields looked up from time to time in pauses of their ae 
work to stare at the strange cavalcade upon the highway. > ; 
Then they bent again to the harvest of their roots; the- 
work in hand was more important than, the strange fides T 
that flowed upon the road. oe 
Half: way to Montargis the bus heeled lowly to the near = 
‘side. The driver wrestled with the steering; a clattering 
bump, rhythmic, came from the near back. wheel. ‘The | 
vehicle drew slowly to a stop beside the road. o 
The driver got down from his seat to have a ‘ee Then 2 
he walked slowly back to the entrance to the bus. “Un 




















z pneu; ad succinctly. eeg faut descendre—tout e 
monde. We must change the wheel.” | Peet ee 
_ Howard got down with relief. They had been sitting in 
the bus for nearly two hours, of which an ‘hour had been’: | 
upon the road. The children were hot and tired and fret- 
ful; a change would obviously be a good thing. He took 
` them one by one behind a little bush in decent manner; | 
a proceeding which did not escape the little crowd of pas- 
sengers collected by the bus. They nudged each other, 
“C'est un anglais . . ees 
_ The driver, helped by a couple of the passengers, vine | 
-tled to jack up the bus and get the flat wheel off. Howard — 
watched them working for a little time; then it occurred — 
to him that this was a good opportunity to give the chil- 
_ dren tea. He fetched his parcel of food from the rack, and. 
took the children a few yards up the road from the crowd. 
_ He sat them down upon the grass verge in the shade of a 
tree, and gave them sandwiches and milk. A ae 
_ The road stretched out towards the west, dead straight: a 
As far as he could see it was thronged with vehicles, all 
moving the same way. He felt it really was a most extraor: 
- dinary sight, a thing that he had never seen DEE a : pop 
ulation in migration. 
Presently Rose said she heard an aeroplane. | n 
Instinctively Howard turned his head. He could hear 
; nothing. es | Se 
to EAT" 16, - Ronnie said. ‘ ‘Lots of aeroplanes.” 
- Sheila said, “I want to hear the aeroplane.” ue 
3 Siy” said Ronnie. “There’ s lots of them. Can’ t you 
hear?” a 
The old man strained ba ears, hat he could heat noth- 
: “Can you see > where they are?” he asked 1 non 





_ antiy. A cold feat lurked i in the background of his mind. 8 

-- The children scanned the sky. “V’ld,” said Rose, point- 
: ing suddenly. “Trois avions—Ia.” 

-~ Ronnie twisted round in excitement to Howard. 
“They’ re coming down towards us! Do you think we'll 

see them close?” 

“Where are they?” he inquired. He strained his eyes in 

: the direction from which they had come. “Oh, I see. They 

< won't come anywhere near r here. Look, they’re going down ` 
over there.” 

ee “Oh...” said Ronnie, disappointed. “I did want to 

see them close.” 

They watched the aircraft losing height towards the 
road, about two miles away. Howard expected to see them 
land among the fields beside the road, but they did not 
_ land. They flattened out and flew along just above the tree 
tops, one on each side of the road and one behind flying 

down the middle. A little crackling rattle sounded from 
“them as they came. The old man stared, incredulous—it | 
_ could not be... 


Then, ina quick succession, from the rear machine fe 


bombs fell on the road. Howard saw the bombs actually 
leave the aeroplane, saw five great spurts of flame upon 
[ the road, saw queer, odd fragments hurled.into the air. 


From the bus a woman shrieked, “Les Allemands!” and 


pandemonium broke loose. The driver of the little Peu- 
T geot car fifty yards away saw the gesticulations of the 


crowd, looked back over his shoulder, and drove straight 
into the back of a mule cart, smashing one of its wheels 
and cascading the occupants and load on to the road. The 
French around the bus dashed madly for the door, hoping oe 


for shelter i in the glass and plywood body, and jammed i in Le 








see the bombs slung in their racks beneath the wing; he 






Pa strueeling, ‘pitifal ob. in 1 the entrance. The machine Co 
flew on towards them, their machine guns spitting flame. 
The rear machine, its bombs discharged, flew forward and — 
to the right; with a weaving motion the machine upon i 
the right dropped back to the rear centre, ready in its. 
turn to bomb the road. coe 
‘There was no time to do anything, to go aE nor 
was there anywhere to go. Howard caught Sheila and Ron- i 
=- nie and pulled them close to him, flat upon the ground. a 
©- He shouted to Rose to lie down, quickly. a 
Then the machines were on them, low-winged, single: 
engined monoplanes with curious bent wings, dak green 
in colour. A burst of fire was poured into the bus from the — 
machines to right and left; a stream of tracer bullets shot 
forward up the road from the centre aircraft. A few bul- 
lets flickered straight over Howard and his children on the — 
grass and spattered in the ground a few yards behind them. 
© For a moment Howard saw the gunner in the rear 
-cockpit as he fired at them. He was a young man, not more 
than twenty, with a keen, tanned face. He wore a yelow 
o students corps cap, and he was laughing as he fired. 
Then the two flanking aircraft had passed, and the 
centre one was very near. Looking up, the old man could 






















3 watched i in agony for them to fall. They did not fall. “The 
-machine passed by them, not a hundred feet away. He. 
< a it as it went, sick with relief. He saw the bombs. 
leave the machine three hundred yards up the road, and 
watched. dumbly as the debris flew upwards, He saw the 
i wheel of a cart go sailing Ht the air, to land i in a the 












Then that graceful, weaving dance began a again, ‘th 


madine it in rear r changing places with the one on 1 the lef: ; 
- They vanished in the distance; presently Howard heard 
-the thunder of another load of bombs upon the road. 
-He released the children, and sat up upon the grass. 
Ronnie was flushed and excited. “Weren’t they close!” 
‘he said. “I did see them well. Did you see them well, 
- Sheila? Did you hear them firing the guns?” 
_ He was ecstatically pleased. Sheila was quite unaffected. 
She said, “May I have some orange?” 
- Howard said slowly and mechanically, “No, you’ve had 
-enough to eat. Drink up your milk.” He turned to Rose, 
and found her inclined to tears. He knelt up, and moved 
over to her. “Did anything hit you?” he asked in French. 
She shook her head dumbly. a 
“Don’t cry, then,” he said kindly. “Come .and drink ea 
your milk, It'll be good for you.” 
= She turned her face up to him, “Are they coming back? a 
I don’t like the noise they make.” 
_He patted her on the shoulder. “Never mind,” he said 
a little unsteadily. “The noise won’t hurt you. I don’t 
think they're coming back.” He filled up the one cup with a 
milk and gave it to her. “Have a drink.” | r 
Ronnie said, “I wasn 't frightened, was 1?” 
- Sheila echoed, “I wasn’t frightened, was I?” eS 
< The old man said patiently, “Nobody was frightened. Ea 
Rose doesn’t like that sort of noise, but that’s not being _ 
frightened.” He stared over to the little crowd around, the me 
bus. Something had happened. there; he must go and see. 
“You can have an orange,” he said. “One third each. Will De 
JO peeli it; Rose?” 
aoe Oui, t monsieur.” 





a went slowly to ythe be There was a ‘Violent and dis- a 
tracted clamour from the crowd; most of the women were e 
` in tears of fright and rage. But to his astonishment, there _ 
were no casualties save one old woman who had lost two a 
fingers of her left hand severed cleanly near the knuckles ` 
= by a bullet. Three women, well accustomed to first aid — 
gn accidents upon the farm, were tending her, not inex: | 
pertly. | au 
Sas Howard was amazed that no one had been killed. Loa 
| ihe right a dozen bullets had entered the body of the bus 
towards the rear; from the left the front wheels, bonnet 
and radiator had been badly shot about. Between the two 
s the crowd of peasants milling round the door had escaped i 
injury. Even the crowd in the small Peugeot had escaped, : 
‘though one of the women in the mule cart was shot 
-through the thigh. The mule itself was dying in the road, 
© There was nothing he could do to help the wounded | 
women. His attention was attracted by a gloomy little 
knot of men around the driver of the bus; they had lifted 
-the bonnet and were staring despondently at the engine. 
` The old man joined them; he knew little of machinery, | 
but it was evident even to him that all was not quite right. 
A great pool of water lay beneath the engine of the bus: 
- from holes in radiator and cylinder casting the brown, 
musty water still ran out. 3 eo 
; One of the men turned aside to o spit. “ça ne marche : 
phas he said succinctly. EG 
It took a moment or two for the full meaning of this to ; 
: come home to Howard. “What does one do?” he asked the 
- driver. “Will there be another bus?” 
| “Not unless they find ; a madman for a , driver.” There 





- was a strained silence. Then the dtiver said. «q fot con 


o tinuer à pied.” pe 
o It became apparent t to award that this was nothing 
| but the ugly truth. It was about four in the afternoon and 


Montargis was twenty-five kilometres, say fifteen miles, 


- further on, nearer to them than Joigny. They had passed 


one or two villages upon the road from Joigny; no doubt 


one or two more lay ahead before Montargis. But there 


_ would be no chance of buses starting’at these places, nor 
was there any reasonable chance of a hotel. a 
It was appalling, but it was the only thing. He and the 


-children would have to walk, very likely the whole of the 


<- way to Montargis. 


= He went into the wrecked body of the bus and col- 
lected their things, the two attaché cases, the little suit- _ 
case, and the remaining parcels of food. There was too - 
-~ much for him to carry very far unless the children could 
- carry some of it; he knew that that would not be satisfac- 
tory for long. Sheila could carry nothing; indeed she would 
have to be carried herself a great deal of the way. Ronnie 
and Rose, if they were to walk fifteen miles, would have 
to travel light. 7 ae 
He ‘took his burdens back to the children and laid | 


them down upon the grass. It was impossible to take the © 


~ suitcase with them; he packed it with the things that they _ 
- could spare most easily and left it in the bus in the faint 
hope that one day it might somehow be retrieved. A hat a 
left the two bulging little cases and the parcels of food. He ay 
ao carry those himself | | oS w - : 
— “We're going to walk on to Montargis,” , ‘he oped toes 
k the children. “The bus won’t go.” ee 
a ks not?” asked Ronnie. ce 


F 





~ “There’s A the : matter with the engine,” 

“Oh—may I go iid see” a 

Howard said firmly, “Not now. We're just going to 
walk on.” He turned to Rose. “You will like walking more 
than riding in the bus, I know.” 

She said, “I did feel so ill.” 

“It was wy hot. You’re ne better now?” 

She smiled, “Oui, monsieur.” | von 

They started out to walk in the direction of Montargis. — 
‘The heat of the day was passing; it was not yet cool, but - : 
it was bearable for walking. They went very slowly, lim- 
ited by the rate at which Sheila walked, which was slow. 
The old man strolled patiently along. It was no good wor- 
tying the children with attempts to hurry them; they had 
-many miles to cover and he must let them go at their own 

pace. n 

-Presently they came to the place where the second load 
of bombs had dropped. | 
_ There were two great craters in the road, and three He 
-more among the trees at the verge. There had been a cart 


oe ` of some sort there. There was a little crowd of people busy ` 


at the side of the road; too late, he thought to make a- 
detour from what he feared to let the children see. ; : 
vo’ “Ronnie. said ae and with interest, “Are those dead i 
foes people, Mr. Howard?” | oe 
-He steered them over to the other. side of the ron te 
"Yes," he said quietly. ‘ ‘You must be very sorry for them.” | 
- “May I go and see?” 7 | T 
-© “No,” he said. “You mustn’t go and look a at t people when 
: ay re dead. They want to be left alone.” eoa 
“Dead people do look funny, don’t they, Mr. Howard?” 
-He could. not think of what to > say to that one, and 





herded them’ past in aa: Sheila: was singing a Hie 


song” and showed no interest; Rose crossed herself and os 


_ walked by quickly with averted eyes. | 
_ They strolled on at their slow pace up the road. If there 
had been a side road Howard would have taken it, but 
_ there was no side road. It was impossible to make a detour 
- other than by walking through the fields; it would not 
oe help him to turn back towards Joigny. It was better to 
: BO on. : ones 
_ They passed other casualties, but the children seemed _ 
to take little interest. He shepherded them along as quickly 
_ as he could; when they had passed the target for the final 
load of bombs there would probably be an end to this 
parade of death. He could see that place now, half a mile 
ahead. There were two motor cars jammed in the road, 
and several trees seemed to have fallen. 5 
Slowly, so slowly, they approached the place. One of the | 
cars was wrecked beyond redemption. It was a Citroén 
-front-drive saloon; the bomb had burst immediately ahead 
of it, splitting the radiator in two and blasting in the T 
windscreen. Then a tree had fallen straight on top of it, 
| crushing the roof down till it touched the chassis. There a 
- much blood upon the road. r es 
_ Four men, from a decrepit old de Dion, were stru geling fe 
to lift the tree aside to clear the road for their own car to. 
pass. On the grass verge a quiet heap was s roughly covered. 
by a rug. ke ee ee ae 
- Pulling and heaving ; at fhe tree, the men ‘rolled it from « 
the car and dragged it back, clearing a narrow passage 
with great difficulty. They wiped ‘their brows, sweating, 
and clambered back into their old two-seater. Ho 
stopped by them as the driver started his egine: Looe 





“Killed?” he asked quietly. | -n 

The man said bitterly, “What do you think? The filthy 
Boches!” He let the clutch in and the car moved slowly 
forward round the tree and up the road ahead of them. 

Fifty yards up the road it stopped. One of the men 
leaned back and shouted at him, “You—with the children. i 
a Gardez le petit gosse!” ie gh 
They let the clutch in, and drove on. “Howard: looked i} 
v down in bewilderment at Rose. ‘ “What did he mean?” 

“He said there was a little boy,” she said. 

He looked around. ‘“There’s no little boy here.” oe 
| Ronnie said, “There’s only dead people here. Under 
that rug.” He pointed with his finger. 5 
- Sheila awoke to the world about her. “I want to see the ne 

dead people.” a 
_ The old man took her hand firmly in his own. “Nobody 
goes to look at them,” he said. “I told you that.” He — 
stared around him in bewilderment. 

Sheila said, “Well, may I go and play with the boy” 

_“There’s no boy here, my dear.” 

“Ves, there is. Over there.” _ | E 
-She pointed to the far side of the toad, twenty yards 

beyond the tree. A little boy of five or six was standing 
be there in. fact, utterly motionless. He was dressed i in grey, 
grey stockings above the knee, grey shorts, and a grey 

jersey. He was standing absolutely still, staring down the 

- road towards them. His face was a dead, greyish: white in 
colour. ee ee Ce ee 
Howard caught his breath at the sight of him, and said 
very softly, “Oh, my God!” He had never seen a child 
: looking like that, in all his seventy years. i 

; He crossed quickly o over to him, the children following 
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The little oy stood: P as he ae staring 
2S at him vacantly. The old man said, “Are you hurt at all” 
-> There was no answer. aoe child did not appear to have 
heard him. 
“Don’t be afraid,” Howard said. Awkwardly he dropped 
down on one knee. “What is your name?” 
There was no answer. Howard looked round for some 
help, but for the moment there were no pedestrians. A 
couple of cars passed slowly circumnavigating the tree, and 
then a lorry full of weary, unshaven French soldiers. ‘There 
was nobody to give him any help. | 
© Hegot to his feet again, desperately perplexed. He must 
go on his way, not only to reach Montargis but also to 
remove his children from the sight of that appalling car, 
capable, if they realized its grim significance, of haunting - 
them for the rest of their lives. He could not May a mo- 
ment longer than was necessary in that place. Equally, it 
seemed impossible to leave this child. In the next village, _ 
or at any rate in Montargis, there would be a convent; he 
. ‘would take him to the nuns. a 
He crossed quickly to the other side of the road, telling oe 
“the children to stay where they were. He lifted up a corner 
“of the rug. They were a fairly well-dressed couple, not 
=- more than thirty years old, terribly mutilated in death. 0; 
He nerved himself, and opened the man’s coat. There was 
Cee wallet in the inside pocket; he opened it, and there was 
the identity card, Jean Duchot, of 8 bis, Rue de ja Vic- 
He toire, Lille. Or a eee 
He took the wallet and some letters, and stuffed them OE 
‘into his pocket; he would turn them over to the next 
; -gendarme he saw. Somebody would have to arrange the : 
” burial of the bodies, but that x was not his affair. r : 
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He went back to the children. se came e running te w 


: him, laughing. “He is a funny little boy,” she said mer- 


rily. “He won't say anything at all!” 


The other two had stepped back and were staring with i : 
childish intensity at the white-faced boy in grey, still star” 


ing blankly at the ruins of the car. Howard put down the oe 


cases, and took Sheila by the hand. “Don’t bother him,” 
he said. “I don’t suppose he wants to play just now.” 

_ “Why doesn’t he want to play?” p. gis 
_ He did not answer that, but said to Rose and Ronnie, cee 
“You take one of the cases each, for a little bit.” He went 
up to the little boy and said to him, “Will you come with os 
us? We're all going to Montargis.” | 
‘There was no answer, no sign that he had heard. 
For a moment Howard stood in perplexity; then he 
. coped and took his hand. In that hot afternoon it was a 
chilly, damp hand that he felt. “Allons, mon vieux,” he 


said with gentle firmness, “we're going to Montargis.” He 


-turned to the road; the boy in grey stirred and trotted 
` docilely beside him. Leading one child with either hand | 2 
7 the old man strolled down the long road, the other chil- ae 
i ‘dren followed behind, each with a case. S 
-More traffic overtook them, and now there was notice E 
able a greater proportion of military lorries mingled with a 
the cars. Not only the civilians streamed towards the west; 
a good number of soldiers seemed to be going that way 
otoo. The lorries crashed and clattered on their old-fash- 
-doned solid rubber tyres, grinding their ancient gears. 
-Half of them had acetylene headlamps gamishing the 
adiators, relics of the armies of 1918, stored twenty years : 
in transport, sheds behind the barracks in quiet. country, 





7 4 towns. Now they v were out ; upon he road = again, but going aS 
in the other direction. 
. "The dust they made was very trying to the children. 
3 With the heat and the long road they soon began to flag; 
~ Ronnie complained that the case he was carrying hurt his — 
arm, and Sheila wanted a drink but all the milk was gone. _ 
= Rose said her feet were hurting her. Only the limp little © 
‘boy in grey walked on without complaint. oo 
- Howard did what he could to cheer them on, but they oe 
were obviously tiring. ‘here was a farm not very far 

- ahead; he turned into it and asked the haggard old 


woman at the door if she would sell some milk. She said oS 


~- there was none, upon which he asked for water for the 
children. She led them to the well in the courtyard, not 
very distant from the midden, and pulled up a bucket for 
them; Howard conquered his scruples and his apprehen: 
mous and they all had a drink. 
They rested a little by the well. Ina barn, open to the : 

- courtyard, was an old farm cart with a broken wheel, evi- 
-dently long disused. Piled into this was a miscellaneous 2k 
assortment of odd rubbish, and amongst this rubbish was 
what looked like a perambulator. | ee 
He strolled across to look more closely, the old woman n 
Geatching him, hawk-eyed. It was a perambulator in fact, — 
forty or fifty years old, covered in filth, and with one 
broken spring. But it was a perambulator, all the same. — 
He went back to the old o and commenced. to haggle iy 
A Ten. minutes later. it > was his, for & a hundred and fifty ce 
tance She threw i in with that a frayed | piece of old rope E 
with which he made shift to lash the broken spring. Hens 
had been roosting o on it, covering it with mo droppings; - 





he set Ronnie and Rose to pull up handfuls of grass to 
wipe it down with. When they had finished he surveyed i ie 
with some satisfaction. It was a filthy object still, and 
sae) expensive, but it solved a great many of his prob: 
lems. | 

He bought a little bread from the old woman and put 
it with the cases in the pram. Rather to his surprise no- 
_ body wanted. to ride but they all wanted to push it; he 
found it necessary to arrange turns. “The youngest first,” 
 he'said. “Sheila can push it first.” ace 

Rose said, “May I take of my shoes? They hurt my 
feet.” 

He was uncertain, revolving this idea in his head. oT 
don’ t think that’s a good idea,” he said. “The road will not 
be nice to walk on.” 
= She said, “But, monsieur, one does not wear shoes at- 
all, except in Dijon.” 

It seemed that she was genuinely used to going without 
shoes. After some hesitation he agreed to let her try it, and — 
_ found that she moved freely and easily over the E 
parts of the road. He put her shoes and stockings in the 
pram, and spent the next quarter of an hour refusing 
urgent applications from the English children to copy her 
example. | es a 

- Presently Sheila tired of pushing. Rose said, “Ni ow it is- 
-the turn of Pierre.” In motherly fashion she turned to de 
-little boy i in grey. “Now, Pierre. Like this.” She brought 
“him to the pram, still white- faced and listless, put his 
- hands on the cracked china handles and began t to > push it 
with hime onik E S ee 

: Howard said to her, “How do you know his name 
Pierre?” = Eo o 









































“She stared at chim. “He said so—at ie fein.” | noo 
oto The old man had not heard a word from the little boy; coe 

7 Dda he had been secretly afraid that he had lost the 
© power of speech. Not for the first time he was reminded 
. of the gulf that separated him from the children, the great 
gulf that stretches between youth and age. It was better 

to leave the little boy to the care of the other children, 
rather than to terrify him with awkward, foreign sym- 
` pathy and questions. 
< He watched the two children carefully as they pushed 
== the pram. Rose seemed to have made some contact with 
<- the little fellow already, sufficient to encourage her. She 
chatted to him as they pushed the pram together, having 
-. fun with him in childish, baby French. When she trotted 
- with the pram he trotted with her; when she walked he 
walked, but otherwise he seemed completely unrespon- 
< sive. The blank look never left his face. r 
-© Ronnie said, “Why doesn’t he say anything, Mr. How: 
= ard? He is funny.” — i a, 
Sheila echoed, “Why doesn’t he say anything?” w 
= Howard said, “He’s been very unhappy. vou must be a 
Le as nice and as kind to him as ever you can.’ | oiar 
i _ They digested this in silence for a minute. Then Sheila oe 
< said, “Have you got to be nice to him, too, Monsieur 
< Howard?” et 
OE course,’ ' he said. “Everybody's S got to be; as nice as $ So 
. ever they can be to him.” : | aes 

“She said directly, i in F rench, “Then why don’ t you make a : 
him a whistle, like you did for us?” ssa si 
Rose looked up. “Un sifle?” T CE 
Ronnie said in ‘French, He can make whistles ever T sa ie a 
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me well, out of 3 a bit of wood. He made | some for | us at Cido- On 
gon e. . pg eh ge S 
| She jumped up and down with pleasure. “Ecouteé, 
Pierre,” she said. “Monsieur va te fabriquer un sifftet!’ 
They all beamed up at him in expectation. It was clear 
i that in their minds a whistle was the panacea for all ills, 
the cure for all diseases of the spirit. They seemed to be 
completely in agreement on that point. 2 
“I don't mind making him a whistle,” he said placidly. 
He doubted if it would be any good to Pierre, but it- 
=- would please the other children. “We’ll have to find the 
right sort of bush. A hazel bush.” 
“Un coudrier,’ said Ronnie. “Cherchons un coudrier.” 
_ They strolled along the road in the warm evening, push- 
ing the pram and looking for a hazel bush. Presently 
- Howard saw one. They had been walking tor three quar- 
ters of an hour since they had left the farm and it was 
: time the children had a rest; he crossed to the bush and 
= cut a straight twig with his pocketknife. Then he took | 
them into the field a little way back from the traffic of the 
~ road and: made them sit down upon the grass, and gave 


-them an orange to eat among them. The three children | 


oo gat watching him entranced as he began his work upon 
the twig, hardly attending to the orange. Rose sat with 
her arm round the little boy in grey; he did not seem to 
-be capable of concentrating upon anything. Even the SeC- ae 
tions of the orange had to be put into his mouth. = 
The old man finished cutting, bound the bark back into 
-place and lifted the whistle to o his i It blew a little low ae 
“note, pure and clear. | eo 
ix “There you are,” ' he said. “That’s for Pierre.” 
i 108 - as 
















Rose took it. “Regarde, Pierre,” she said, ‘ ‘ce que mon- 


-sieur ta fait.” She blew a note on it for him. 


Then, gently, she put it to his lips. “Siffie, Pierre,” she 


said. | | 
There was a little woody note above the rumble of the 


lorries on the road. 
































RESENTLY they got back to the road, and went on — 
towards Montargis. 


Evening was coming upon them; out of a cloudless sky — 
the sun was dpon. down to the horizon. It was the | 
_time of evening when in England birds begin to sing after 

a long, hot day. In middle France there are few birds be- 
cause the peasant Frenchman sees to that on Sundays, but 
` instinctively the old man listened for their song. He heard 


a different sort of song. He heard the distant hum of aero- 
Pae in the far distance he heard the sharp crack of gun- 
_ fire and some heavier explosions that perhaps were bombs. 
Upon the road the lorries of French troops, all making for 
Tae west, were thicker than ever. | o 

< Clearly, it was impossible for them to reach Montargis, 
The road went on and on; by his reckoning they had come > 
about five miles from where they had left the bus. There 
were still ten miles or so ahead of them, and night was 
 iäg, on. The children were weary. Ronnie and Sheila 
were inclined to quarrel with each other; the old man 
felt that Sheila would burst into tears of temper and fa- 
_ tigue before so very long. ‘Rose was not so buoyant as she 
had been. and: her flow of chatter to > the little Roy had 
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her: white ‘faced and silent, ‘stumbling a little now. nid So 
then, the whistle held tight in his other hand. E 
It was time for them to find a lodging for the night. 
© The choice was limited. There was a farm on the right 
of the road, and half a mile further on he could see a farm 
on the left of the road; further than that the children 
could not walk. He turned in to the first one. A placard 
‘nailed upon a post, CHIEN MECHANT, warned him, 
but did not warn the children. The dog, an enormous © 
brindled creature, leapt out at them to the limit of his | 
chain, raising a terrific clamour. The children scattered 
“back, Sheila let out a roar of fright and tears, and Rose 
_ began to whimper. It was in the din of dog and children 
_ competing with each other that Howard presented himself 
= at the door of the farm and asked for a bed for the. 
~~ children. . 
- ‘The gnarled old woman said, “There are no beds here. 
© Do you take this for a hotel?” OM 
A buxom, younger woman ere her said, A 
cos could sleep in the barn, ma mère’ | ofc 
_ The old dame said, “Eh? the barn?” She looked How: 
ard up and down. “The soldiers sleep in the barn when 
we billet them. Have you any money?” 
us He said, “I have enough to pay for a sie bed ir these a 
i “hidre, madame.” a 
“Ten francs.” | 
“I have ten francs. May i see the barn?” ~ 2 ER 
ce -She led him through the cow house to the bern behind, : os 
oat was a large, bare apartment with. a threshing floor at : 
-one end, empty and comfortless. The younger woman à fol- n 
a lowed behind them. aE ENR e re 











He stiobk his head. . I: am desolated, rere but the 
4 children must have a bed. I must look somewhere else.” 
-He heard the younger woman whisper something about 
the hay loft. He heard the older woman protest angrily. 
He heard the young one say, “Ils sont fatigués, les petits. 
Cou.. ” Then they turned aside, and conferred together. 
-. The hay loft proved to be quite possible. It was a shelter. 
` anyway, and somewhere where the children could sleep. 
-= He made a bargain for them to sleep there for fifteen — 
francs. He fend that the women had milk to spare, but 
little food. He left the children in the loft and went and 
brought the pram in past the dog; he broke his bread in 
two and gave half of it to the younger woman who would 
make r and milk for the children. 
_ Half an hour later he was doing what he could to make 
© the children comfortable upon the hay. The younger 
woman came in and stood watching for a moment. “You 
- have no blankets, then?” she said. 
- He shook his head, bitterly regretful that he had left 
© his blanket in the bus. “It was necessary to leave every- 
_ thing, madame,” he said quietly. 
_ She did not speak, but presently she went away. Ten : 
minutes later she returned, with two coarse blankets Of 
~ the sort used for horses. “Do not tell ma mère; ane said. “el 
ig We a her, and busied himself making a bed a 
he: children. She stood there watching him, silent and. 
bovine. Presently the children were comfortable and 


- settled for the night. He left them, and walked to the door 2 


| ype the barn and stood looking out. A o 
: -The woman by him said, “You are “tired yourself oe 
monsieur.” l 
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‘Hex was s deadly Ri Now that his responsibilities were : 
over for a while he had suddenly become slack and faint. ee 
< “A little tired,” he said. “I shall have supper and then I | 
-shall sleep with the children. Bonne nuit, madame.” 
< She went back to the farm house, and he turnéd to the 
pram, to find thé other portion of the loaf of bread. Be- 
hind him the old woman called sharply from the door 
across the yard, > 

“You can come and have a bow! of soup with us, if you 
“Tike.” : | — 
He went into the kitchen gratefully. They had a ee ee 
pot simmering upon a charcoal stove; the old woman | 

helped him to a large bowl of steaming broth and gave 
him a spoon. He sat down gratefully at the bare, scrubbed | 
table to consume it, with his bread. g 
-The woman said suddenly, “Are you from Alsace? You 
_ speak like a German.” i 
:¿ He shook his head. “I’m an Englishman.” 

“Ah—an Pop naman” They looked at him with re- 
 newed interest. “But the children, they are not English. n 

The younger woman said, “The bigger boy and the 
tallies girl are English. They were not talking French.” 
| With some difficulty he explained the position to them. 
| They listened to him in silence, only half believing what. 
: he said. In all her life the old woman had never had a 

holiday; only very occasionally had she beén beyond the 
a market town. It was difficult. for them to. comprehend a 
world where people travelled to. another country, far away 
from home, merely to catch fish. And as for an old man 
who took care of other ‘people s children for them, it 
, simply did 1 not t make sense at all. 





"Presently they o T. a with their ques- 


tions, and he finished the soup in silence. 


He felt better after that, much better. He thanked them è 
with grave courtesy, and went out into the yard. Already 
it was dusk. On the road the lorries still rumbled past at 
intervals, but firi ing seemed to have ceased altogether. > 
-~ The old woman followed him to the door. “They do 
not stop to-night,” she ‘said, indicating the road. “The ` 

night before last the barn was full. Twenty-two francs for _ 
sleeping soldiers—all in one night.” She turned, and went 
3 indoors again. ae 
= He went up to the loft. The children were all asleep, 
aad up together in odd attitudes; the little boy Pierre — 
twitched and whimpered in his sleep. He still had the — 
_ whistle clutched in one hand. Howard withdrew it gently 
and put it on the chopping machine, then spread the 
blanket more evenly over the sleeping forms. Finally he 
trod down a little of the hay into a bed, and lay down him- Ao 
self, pulling his jacket round him. us 
- Before sleep came to him he suffered a bad quarter of 
a hour. Here was a pretty kettle of fish, indeed. It had : 
been a ‘mistake ever to have left Joigny, but it had not 
-seemed so at the time. He should have gone straight back 
to Dijon when he found he could not get to Paris, back ` 
-to Switzerland, even. His effort to get through by bus to 
_ Chartres had failed most dismally, and here he was! Sleep- 
ingina hay loft, with four children utterly dependent on 4 
him, straight in the path of the invading German army! 
He turned uneasily in the hay. Things might not be se 
bad. The-Germans, after all, could hardly get past Paris; 
that oyy to the north of | him, | a sure 2 shield the further wee 
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-o meatit walking the whole way; the a a do ten 


two had rides occasionally in the pram. At Montargis he 
> would hand the little boy in grey over to the sisters, and 
report the death of his parents to the police. At Montargis, 
<= ata town like that, there would be a bus to Pithiviers, per- 
haps even all the way to Chartres. | 
All night these matters rolled round in his mind, in the 
=- intervals of cold, uneasy slumber. He did not sleep well. 
< Dawn came at about four, a thin grey light that stole into 
-the loft, pointing the cobwebs strung between the rafters. 
- He dozed and slept again; at about six he got up and went 
-= down the ladder, and sluiced his face under the pump. 
- The growth of thin stubble on his chin offended him, but 


Montargis there would be a hotel; he would wait till then. 


-four of them, she said. He reassured her on that point 
< and went to get the children up. ae 


cae ladder Rose called to him, but he would not go. 


fe < The little boy put his right. hand on ie stomach and e a 
bowed to him. “Monsieur,” he whispered. | = 


x : the first t time he had heard him speak. The child stood G 
a a Ti io zg 





` -miles in a day if they went at a slow pace and ifthe younger 


< he shrank from trying to shave beneath the pump. In 





© The women were already busy about the work of the ~ 
farm. He spoke to the older one, and asked if she would 
_ make some coffee for the children. Three francs, for the S 


-< -He found them already running “about: ey had seen o 
ee hi go downstairs. He sent them down to wash their faces 
at the pump. The little boy in grey hung back. From. the Hees 


o ~ Howard, folding up the blankets, glanced at him. “Go we 
: on and wash your face,” he said i in F rench. ' “Rote is calling a 


The old man stood looking at him nonplussed. It wan 


: igoking up at a imploringly, his’. ¢ ee 
stomach. e enO da a place Ue 
“What's the matter, old boy?” Howard sas one small 
Silence. He dropped stiffly down upon one knee! 4¢ room 
heads were level. “What is it?” | “ing for 
He whispered, “Jai perdu le sifflet.” 2 4 ie = 
The old man got up and gave it to him. “Here it is,” 
he said. “Quite safe. Now go on down and let Rose wash _ 
your face.” He watched him thoughtfully as he clambered 
backwards down the steps. “Rose, wash his face for him.” 


He gave the children their coffee in the kitchen of the 
farm with the remainder of the bread, attended to their 


more personal requirements, paid the oid lady twenty. 

francs for food and lodging. At about quarter past seven 
he led them one by one past the chien méchant and out- 
on to the road again, pushing the pram before him. 
_ High overhead a few aeroplanes passed on a pale blue, 
cloudless sky; he could not tell if they were French or 
German. It was another glorious sammer morning. On the 
road the military lorries were thicker than ever, and once 
or twice in the first hour a team of guns passed by them, © 

drawn by tired, sweating horses flogg ged westwards by 
dirty, unshaven men in horizon blue. That day, there did - 
not seem to be so many refugees upon the road. The 
_ cyclists and the walkers and the families in decrepit, over- ; 
~ Joaded. pony carts were just as numerous, but there were 


few private cars in evidence upon the road. For the first — 


_ hour Howard walked continually looking backwards fora 
ie bus, but no bus came. i e 
= The children were very merry. They ran i about ind 
as chattered. to each other and to Howard, playing little 
games that now and then threatened their lives under the 









ries driven by dived men, and which: 
hecked. As the day g grew warmer he let 
Y heir coats and jerseys d put them in the 
ose went barefoot as a matter of course; as a con- 
1 to the English children presently Howard let them : 
= “Re off stockings though he made them keep their on oe 
ue >: He took off Pierre’s stockings, too. a 
-The little boy seemed a trifle more natural, though he 
a was still white and dumb. He had the whistle clutched 
tight in his hand and it still worked; now and again Sheila 
tried to get it away from him, but Howard had his eye 
-upon her and put a stop to that. | oe 
“If you don’t stop bothering him for it,” he said, “you'll = a 
have to put your stockings on again.” He frowned at her; 7 
she eyed him covertly, and decided that he meant it. 
From time to time Rose bent towards the little boi in 
grey. “Sifle, Pierre,” she would say. “Sifle pour Rose.” At 
that he would put the whistle to his lips and blow a little © 
thin note. “Ah, c'est chic, ça.” She jollied him along all — 
- moming, smiling shyly up at Howard every now and then. = 
They went very slowly, making not more than a mile a 
S and a half in each hour. It was no good hurrying the chi 
dren, Howard thought. They would reach Montargis by a 
r evening, but only if the children took their own pace ia 
_ At about ten in the morning firing broke out to the _ 
north: of them. It was very ‘heavy firing, as of guns and 
howitzers; it puzzled the old man. It was distant, possibly oh 
‘ten miles away or more, but definitely to the north, be- 
tween them and Paris. He was worried and perplexed. , 
Surely, it could not be that the Germans were surrounding i 
-Paris to the south? Was that the r reason that the train had : : 
: mopped 3 at tig. a 
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They reached a tiny hamlet at about ten o'clock, a place se 
‘that seemed to be called La Croix. There was one small 
estaminet which sold a few poor groceries in a side room 
that was a little shop. The children had been walking for 
three hours and were beginning to tire; it was high time 
-they had a rest. He led them in and bought them two long- : 
orange drinks between the four of them. fe 
© There were other refugees there, sitting glum and © 
silent. One old man said presently, to no one in particular, daci 
«On dit que les Boches ont pris Paris.” e 


=. The wizened old woman of the house said that it was _ 
true. It had said so on the radio. A soldier had told her. 
Howard listened, shaken to the core. It was incredible 
-that such a thing could happen. Silence fell upon the room 
again; it seemed that no one had any more to say. Only | 
the children wriggled on their chairs and discussed their. 


drink. A dog sat in the middle of the floor scratching in- 
 dustriously, snapping now and then at flies. oe 
The old man left them and went through into the shop. 
- He had hoped to find some oranges, but no oranges were. 
left, and no fresh bread. He explained his need to the 
woman, and examined the little stock of food she had; he 
` bought from her half a dozen thick, hard biscuits each 


~ nine or ten inches in diameter and grey in colour, rather 


-like dog biscuits. He also bought some butter and a long, 


‘brown, doubtful-looking sausage. For his own weariness ` 
of the flesh, he bought a bottle of cheap brandy. That, 
- with four bottles of the orange ‘drink, completed his pur- 
chases. As he was turning away, however, he saw a single 
“pox of chocolate bars, and bought a dozen for the children. 
“Their rest finished, he led them out upon the road 
ain. To encourage them upon the way he broke one 9 








the chocolate bars accurately into four pieces, and gave it S 
-to them. Three of the children took their portion avidly. 
The fourth shook his head dumbly, and refused. 
“Merci, monsieur,” he whispered. 
es The old man said gently in French, “Don’t you like 
chocolate, Pierre? It’s so good.” 
< The child shook his head. 
ac “Try a little bit” Thè other children looked on 
< curiously. 
© The little boy whispered, “Merci, monsieur. Maran dit 
que non. Seulement après déjeuner.” 
: For a moment the old man’s mind went back to the torn 
bodies left behind them by the roadside covered roughly 
-~ with a rug; he forced his mind away from that. “All right,” 
he said in French, “we'll keep it, and you shall have it 
after déjeuner.” He put the morsel carefully in a corner 
of the pram seat; the little boy in grey watched with grave 
| interest. “It will be quite safe there. | 
‘Pierre trotted on beside him, quite content. | 
ee he two younger children tired again before long; ino s 
2 ~ hours they had walked six miles, and it was now very a 
_ hot. He put them both into the pram and pushed them 
_. down the road, the other two walking by his side. Mysteri- | 
-ously now the lorry traffic was all gone; there was noene 
on the road but refugees. . | 
->o The road was full of refugees. Farm carts, drawn by | 
great Flemish horses, lumbered down the middle of the 
f ‘road at walking pace, loaded with furniture and bedding ok 2 
-and sacks of food and people. Between them and around os 
_ them seethed the motor traffic; big cars and little cars, s 
. occasional ambulances and. motor bicycles, all going to the | . 
west, There ; were innumerable € cyclists, and long trails of . 


















































people pushing handearts and FoR in the torrid 
July heat. All were choked with dust, all sweating and 

distressed, all pressing on to Montargis. From time to time 

an aeroplane flew near the road; then there was panic and 


an accident or two. But no bombs were dropped that day, 


nor was the road to Montargis machine gunned. | 
_ The heat was intense. At about a quarter to twelve they 
| came to a place where a little stream ran beside the road, 
and here there was another block of many traffic blocks 
caused by the drivers of the farm waggons who stopped to. i 


-water their horses. Howard decided to make a halt; he 


pushed the perambulator a little way over the field away 
from the road to where a little sandy spit ran out into the : 
stream beneath the trees. | 
“We'll stop here for déjeuner,” he said to the children. 
“Go and wash your hands and faces in the water.” He took 
_ the food and sat down in the shade; he was very tired, but 
© there were still five miles or more to Montargis: Surely, 


~ there would be a motor bus there? 


Ronnie said, “May I paddle, Mr. Howard?” 


He roused himself. ‘ ‘Bathe if you want to,” he said. “Tp s TEE 


hot enough,” 
_ “May I really bathe?” PE Fa 
Sheila echoed, “May I really bathe, too?” Sa 
He got up from the grass. “I don’t see why not,” he said 
“slowly. “Take your things off and have a bathe before — 


déjeuner if you want to.” 


© The English children needed? no further encourage- : 
ment. Ronnie was out of his few clothes and splashing i in’: 

ee the water in a few seconds; Sheila got into a tangle. with 
7 her Liberty bodice and had to be helped. Howard watched 


ao 





them: for a ‘minute, amused. Then’ he turned | to Rose. 
“Would you like to go in, too?” he said in French. ci 

-She shook her head in scandalized amazement. “It isnot 

- nice, that, monsieur. Not at all.” 

_ He glanced at the little naked bodies gleaming in the 

- sun. “No,” he said reflectively, “I suppose it’s not. Still, 


ects they may as well go on, now they’ve started.” He turned to Ar 
Pierre. “Would you like to bathe, Pierre?” | 


The little boy in grey stared round-eyed at the English 
children. “Non, merci, monsieur,” he said. 
‘Howard said, “Wouldn’t you like to take your shoes off 
| and have a paddle, then? In the water?” The child looked 
Ss doubtfully at him, and then at Rose. “It’s nice in the — 
< water.” He turned to Rose, “Take him and let him put 
his feet in the water, Rose.” os 
She took the little boy’s shoes and socks off and they. 
: weni down and paddled at the very edge of the water. 
- Howard went back to the shade of the trees and sat down 
again where he could see the children. Presently Sheila — 
-splashed a little water at the paddlers; he heard la petite 
< Rose scolding. He saw the little boy in grey, standing in 
<an inch of water, stoop and put his hand in, and splash à- 
- little back. And then, among the children’s chatter, he © 
: 3 heard a shrill little sound that was quite new to him. | 
It was Pierre laughing. 7 
Behind his back ké heard a man say, l Eire 
“God love a duck. Look at them bleeding Kids—just like 
: Brighton.” | fe Eee ee Oo 
a - Another said, “Never mind. abont the muckin’ ae a 
. Look at the mud they’ ve stirred up. We can’t put. that 
; stuff i in the radiator. Better go on upstream a bit. And Lea 
a move on or we u be here all the muckin’ night." | | 





owad swung round and ‘there, | before him in the 
"field, were two men, dirty and unshaven, in British Royal 
` Air Force uniform. One was a corporal and one a driver. - 

He started up. “I’m English,” he burst out. “Have you, 
got a car?” 


The corporal stared at him, amazed. “And who the 
- muckin hell might you be?” | ve 

“Tm English. These children are English, two of them. 
We re trying to get through to Chartres.” 

_ “Chartres?” The coo was puzzled. 

“Charters, ’e means,” the driver said. ‘I see that on the 


39 


map. 

Howard said, “You’ve got a car?” | 

“Workshop lorry,’ said the corporal. He swung round ` 
on the driver. “Get the muckin’ water and start filling up, 
P ” The driver went off upstream, swinging his can. 

_ The old man said, “Can you give us a lift?” 

“What, you and all them kids? I dunno about that, 
mate. How far do you want to go?” 

“Pm trying to get back to England. : 

“You ain’t the only one.’ 


“T only want a lift to Chartres. They say that trains are 
running from there to St. Malo.” a 
“You don’t want to believe all these Froggies say. Tried 
to tell us it was all right goin’ through a place called Susan 
_ yesterday and when we got there it was full of muckin’ Te 
‘ries! All loosing off their hipes at Bert and me like we was 

Aunt Sally! Ever drive a ten-ton Leyland, mate?” 
The old man shook his head. o 
“Well, she don’ t handle like an. Austin Seven. Bert stuck | 
'is foot down and I got the old Bren + going over the wind 
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| aa at Boo and out the way we come, and all 
* we got was two bullets in the motor generator what makes 
he the juice for lighting and that, and a little chip out of the 
aft leg of the Herbert, what won’t make any odds if the 
officer don’t notice it. But fancy saying we could go 
-through there! Susan the name was, or something of that.” 
© The old man blinked at him. “Where are you making 

<o for?” | 

_ The corporal said, “Place called Brest. Not the kind of 
©- name Td like to call a town, myself, but thats the way 
-~ these Froggies are. Officer said to go there if we got cut 
© off, and we'd get the lorry shipped back home from there.” 
_ Howard said, ‘“Take us with you.” 
The other looked uncertainly at the children. “I dunno 
_ what to say. I dunno if there’d be room. Them kids ain k 

English.” z 
© “Two of them are. They're speaking French now, but oe 
: shat’ s because they’ve been brought up in France.’ a 
_ The driver passed them with his dripping can, going | 
towards the road. . 

“What are the other two?” 

“They're French.” | , | A 
o “I ain't taking no Froggie kids along.” the corporal said. 
< “Lain’t got no room, for one thing, and they’re just aswell oo 
< left in their own place, to my way of thinking. I don’t’) 
i moa obliging Tou and the two English ones.’ 
| - Howard said, “You don’t understand. The two French 
ones are in my care.” He explained the e situation to the 
man. = i a 
p “Wes 1 ai good, mate, : "he said. ‘I ain't. got 3 room for all 6 
ms of you.” | yo A 
ve | Howard said slowly, “I see. . + ” He stared for z a mo a . 
o | — “1 118- — 








ment absently at the traffic on the road. “I£ its a matter 
of room,” he said, “will you take the four children through uh 
to Brest with you? They won’t take up much room. I'll | 
give you a letter for the R.T.O. at Brest, and a letter to 


my solicitor in England. And I can give you money for 


anything theyll want.” 
The other wrinkled his brows. “Teaving you eke >” og 
“Tl be all right. In fact, Pll get along quicker without 
them.” 2 mee 
“You mean take them two kon gie kids along ‘stead of 
you? Is that what you're getting at” ae 
“TIL be all right. I know France very well.” ae 
“Don’t talk so bloody soft. What ‘Id I do with four > 


muckin’ kids and only Bert along o’ me?” He swung round __ 


on his heel. “Come on, then. Get them kids dressed toot 

and sweet—I ain’t going to wait all night. And if I finds | 
=- them messing with the Herbert Pll tan their little bottoms 
for them, straight I will.” 


down to the sand spit and called the children to him. 
“Come on and get your clothes on, quickly,” he said. 
“We're going in a motor lorry.” | e o 

Ronnie faced him, stark naked. “Really? What sort is 
‘it? May I sit by the driver, Mr. Howard?” es 

Sheila, similarly nude, echoed, ‘ ‘May I sit by: the driver, ON 
too?” | | | y 
“Come on and get your clothes on,” he repeated. He 
‘turned to Rose and said in French, “Put your stockings : 
on, Rose, and help Pierre. We’ ve got to be very quick.” 
He hurried the children all he could, but they were 
| wet and the clothes stuck to them; he had no towel. Before 


í he was finished the two Air Force men were, back with 












| “him; worrying vith their: urgency to start. A ii he bad 
-the children ready. “Will you be able to take my per- 
ambulator?” he asked, a little timidly. 

The corporal said, “We can’t take that muckin’ thing, 
‘mate. It’s not worth a dollar.” 

- -The old man said, “I know it’s not. But if we Have to 
uk again it’s all T ve got to put the little ones in.’ 

acs Phe driver chipped in, “Let ’im take it on the roof. 
It'll ride there all right, corp. We'll all be walking if we 
- don’t get hold of juice.’ 

“My muckin’ Christ,” the corporal said. “Call this a 
- Sworkshop lorry! Perishing Christmas tree, I call it. All 
right, stick it on the roof.” 

_ He hustled them towards the road. The lorry stood 
gigantic by the roadside, the traffic eddying round it. In- 
side it was stuffed full of machinery. An enormous Herbert 
Jathe stood in the middle. A grinding wheel and valve- 
facing machine stood at one end, a little filing and sawing 
machine at the other. Beneath the lathe a motor generator 
set 1 was housed; above it was a long electric awitchboard: 

The men’s kitbags occupied what little room there was. 

-© Howard hastily removed their lunch from the eee 
and watched it heaved up onto the roof of the van. Then © 
che helped the children up among the machinery. The _ 
corporal refused point- -blank to let them ride beside the > 
driver. “I got the Bren there, see?” he said, “i don’t want 
no perishing kids around if we runs into Jerries.” oF 
Howard said, “I see that.” ” He consoled Ronnie, and? : 
climbed in himself into the lorry. The corporal saw them. 
settled, then went. round. and got up by the driver; with 
a low purr anda a lurch the lorry moved ¢ out into the traffic 7 


















































It was half an hour later that the old man realized that 
they had left Sheila’s pants beside the stream in- théir 
hurry. e e ; 

They settled down to the journey. The interior of the 
van was awkward and uncomfortable for Howard, with 
-no place to sit down and rest; he had to stoop, half kneel- 
ing, on a kitbag. The children, being smaller, were more 
comfortable. The old man got out their déjeuner and gave 
them food in moderation, with a little of the orange 
drink; on his advice Rose ate very little, and K 
well. He had rescued Pierre’s chocolate from the perambu- | 
lator and gave it to him, as a matter of course, when they _ 
‘had finished eating. The little boy received it solemnly — 
and put it into his mouth. ‘The old man watched him with 
grave amusement. 

Rose said, “It is good, that, Pierre? She bent down | 
and smiled at him. 

He nodded gravely. “Very good,” he whispered. ae 

‘Very soon they came to Montargis. Through a little trap 
door in the partition between the workshop and the 
- driver’s seat the corporal said to Howard, “Ever been here 
_ before, mate?” o el ee 

. The old man said,. “I’ve only passed it in the train, a 
great many years ago.” EE 
“You don’t know where the muckin’ petrol dump. 
: would be? We got to get some juice from somewhere.” 
- Howard shook his head. “I'm afraid. Į: don’ t. Pi ask 
‘some one for you, if you like?” 
| - “Christ. Do you speak French that good?” a 
~The driver said, “They. a all speak it, orp Even th 
bloody kids TEE: aaa 
sa The corporal turned back t to Howard. “ “Just keep 7 
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d dan F dag the floor, mate, case we ‘find the 


_ Jerries like in that place Susan.” 


The old man was startled. “I don’t think there are any 
-< Germans so far west as this,” he said. But he made the 
-children lie down on the floor, which they took as a fine 


joke. So, with the little squeals of laughter from the body 


; -of the lorry, they rolled into Montargis, and pulled up at 


pee the cross roads in the middle of the town. 


_ At the corporal’s request the old man got down and 
asked the way to the military petrol dump. A baker 
-< directed him to the north of the town; he got up into the 
-drivers compartment and directed them through the 
town. They found the French transport park without 
great difficulty, and Howard went with the corporal ta 
speak to the offcer in charge, a lieutenant. They got a © 
brusque refusal. The town was being evacuated, they were 
told. If they had no petrol they must leave their lorry, and 
go south. 
_. The corporal swore luridly, so luridly that Howard was | 
i quite glad that the English children who might possibly 
-have understood were in the lorry. 
“I got to get this muckin lot to Brest,” he said. “I can’t 
leave it here, and hop it, like he said.” He turned to How- 
ard, suddenly earnest. ‘Look, mate,” he said. “Maybe you 
better beat it, with the kids. You don’t want to get mixed 
Up with the bloody Jerries.” | me 
“The old suas said, “If there’ s no perol yeu may as well 
Pome with us’ 


: -The Air Force man said, “You don’ t savvy, mate. I: got ‘ : 2 
: to get this lot to Brest. That big Herbert. You don’t eee ee 


lathes, maybe, but that’s a treat. ‘Straight it is. Machine 


tools is wanted back home, I get to get that Herbert ee 
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aal ron to. Let the. Jerries have it for i the taking, I 
ee Not bloody likely.” | o 
He ran his eye around the park. It was filled with de. Ss 
crepit, dirty French lorries; rapidly the few remaining 
soldiers were leaving. The lieutenant that had refused | 
them drove out in a little Citroén car. “I bet there’s Juice : 
somewhere about,” the corporal muttered. o 
He swung round and hailed the driver. “Hey, Bert,” he 
said. “Come on along.” ee 
= The men went fenrenng about among the cars. They 
found no dump or store of petrol, but presently Howard 
saw them working at the deserted lorries, emptying the 
tanks into a bidon. Gleaning a gallon here and a gallon 
there, they collected in all about eight gallons and trans: ~ 
ferred it to the enormous tank of the Leyland. That was 
all that they could find. “It ain’t much,” said the corporal. 
“Forty miles, maybe. Still, that’s better ’n a sock in the © 
PW: Let's see the bloody map, Bert.” as 
-The bloody map showed them Pithiviers, twenty- -five a 
ailés further on. “Let’s get goin’.” They moved out on 
the westward road again. e 
It was terribly hot The van body of the loriy had sides : 
made of wood, which folded outwards to enlarge the floor 
-space when the lathe was in use. Little light entered round 
these wooden sides; it was dim and sai and very smelly _ 
in amongst the machinery. The children did not seem to. 
‘suffer much, but it was a trying journey for the old man. 
In a short time he had a splitting headache, and was ach- 
ing in every limb from the cramped leis he was con- 
strained to take up. ea 

_ The road was ominously clear. to: Pithiviers, and they i 
made. good speed. From, time to time | an aeroplane flew 





low above the road and once there was-a sharp burst of ma: 
chine gunfire very near at hand. Howard leaned over ta 

“the little window at the driver’s elbow. “Jerry bomber,” 
said the corporal. “One o’ them Stukas, as they call them.” 
o~ “Was he firing at us?” 

ooo “Aye. Miles of, he was.” The corporal did not seem es 
pecially perturbed. | 
=- In an hour they were near Pithiviers, five and twenty 
<: miles from Montargis. They drew up by the roadside half 
a mile from the town and held a consultation. The road 
stretched straight before them to the houses with no soul 
in sight. There was no movement in the town. It seemed 
‘to be deserted in the blazing sunlight of the afternoon. 
< They stared at it, irresolute. “I dunno as d fancy it,” the 
‘corporal said. “It don’t look right to me.’ yar ae 

The driver said, “Bloody funny cia about. You." 
don’t think it’s full of Jerries, corp? Hiding, like?” 

2 GUbNOes: 2a" 

- Howard, leaning forward with his face to the trap in 
the partition, said over their shoulders, “I don’t mind 
walking i in ahead to have a look, if you wait here... % 
= “Walk in ahead of us” | ; 
© “I don’t see that there’d be much risk in that. With all 
these refugees about I can’t see that there’d be much risk 
in it. I'd rather do that than Arive in with you if there’ S 
any chance of being fired on.’ . - 
“Something: in what he says,” the driver Ea “If the 
Jerries are there, we mightn't find another roundabout | 
this time.” | Set oie 

They disciiseed it for 2 a minute or two. Phere was no 
road alternative to going through the town that did not 
mean a tenmile journey. back towards Montargis- “An? o 





~ that’s not so bloody funny, either,” said. the corporal, 
S “Meet the Jerries coming up behind us, like ; as not.” | 

= He hesitated, irresolute. “Okay,” he said at last. “Nip 

in and have a look, mate. Give us the wire if it’s all okey- 
doke. Wave something if it’s all right to come on.” S 
“The old ‘man said; “TIl have to take’ the children: : 
with me. 2 
“My muckin’ Christ. I don’t want to sit here all the : 
bloody day, mate.” eo 
_ The old man said, “I’m not going to be separated from 

the children.” He paused. ‘You see, they're in my charge. : 
Just like your lathe.” | oe 
_ The driver burst out laughing. “That’s a good one, 
corp! Just like your muckin’ lathe, he said.” 
= The corporal said, “Well, put a jerk in it, anyway.” 
-The old man got down from the lorry and lifted the 
: children one by one down into the hot sunlight on the 
dusty, deserted road. He started off with them down the 
road towards the town, leading the two little ones by the 
hand, thinking uneasily that if he were to become sep- 
arated from the lorry he would inevitably lose his per 
ambulator. He made all speed possible, but it was twenty 
minutes before he led them into the town. 

-There were no Germans to'be seen. The town was virtu- 
ally. deserted; only one or two very old women peered at 
him from behind curtains or around the half-closed doors _ 
-of shops. In the gutter of the road that led towards: the © 
-north a tattered, dirty child that might have been of either 
-sex in its short smock, was chewing something horrible. 

C A few yards up the road a dead horse had been dragged 
y half up on to the pavement and left F there, distended and 

stinking. A dog w was tearing at it © eens 
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a te was a “beastly, sordid little w the old man eae 
. He caught one of the old women at a door. “Are the Ger- 
mans here?” he said. | 
“They are coming from the north,” she quavered. “They 
-will ravish every one, and shoot us.” 
The old man felt instinctively that this was nonsense. 
“Have you seen any Germans in the town yet?” 

“There is one there.” 

He looked round, startled. “Where?” E p 
“There.” She pointed a trembling, withered hand at the -7 is 
_ child in the gutter. | 

“There?” The woman must be mad, distraught with 
‘terror of the invaders. 
| “It speaks only German. It is the child of spies.” She 
_ caught his arm with senile urgency. “Throw a stone and 
= chase it away. It will bring the Germans to this house if 
it stays there.” e 
Howard shook her off. “Are any German soldiers here A 

yet?” ja 
=> She did not answer, but shouted a shrill scream of dirty | 
_ imprecations at the child in the gutter. The child, a little 
boy, Howard thought, lifted his head and looked at her 
with infantile disdain. Then he resumed his disgusting 
o meal. 
=- There was nothing more to be learned: from the old 
ce hag: it was now clear to him there were no Germans in 
the town. He turned away; as he did so there was a sharp 
= crack, and a fair-sized stone rolled down the pavement 
-near the German spy. The child slunk off fifty yards down : 
: the street, and squatted down again upon the kerbs — > 
Se The old man was very angry, but he had other things fee 
to do, He said to Rose, “Look after the children for ale 
a ee 126 — & 
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"minute, Rove: Don’ t Jet them go away, or speak to any - ts 
one.” | 

‘He hurried back along the road that they had eared . 
‘the town by. He had to go a couple of hundred yards be- © 
fore he came in sight of the lorry, parked by the roadside 
half a mile away. He waved his hat at it, and saw it move 
towards him; then he turned, and walked back to where 

he had left the children. | | 

It overtook him near the cross roads in the middle of 
the town. The corporal leaned down from the cab. “Any 
juice here, do you think?” The old man looked at him, 
-uncomprehending. ‘ ‘Petrol, mate.” 

“Oh—I don't Know. I wouldn't hang about here very 
long.” | 
© “That’s right,” the driver muttered. “Lets get on out 
al it. It don’t look so good to me.” 

-© “We got to get juice.” | 
‘We got.close on five gallons left. Get us to Angerville.” 

“Okay.” The corporal said to Howard, “Get the kids 

Into the back and we'll’ op it.” 


_ Howard looked round for his children. They were not a 
ie he had left them; he looked round, and they were 


up the road with the German spy, who was ei miser- cri 
< ably. a D eo 
~ “Rose,” he shouted. “Come on. Bring the children.” 
-She called in a thin, piping voice, “ZI est blessé.” 2 
“Come on,” he cried. The children looked at him but ae 
did not stir. He hurried over to them. ‘ “Why don’t you. p 
come when I call you?” | . i 
-Rose faced the old man, her little face ¢ crimson oa 

| "anger. “Somebody threw a stone at him and hit him. r 
saw them do it. It is not right, that.” i 


Te 





ope a a ai stream er ie: was running 
~ down the back of the child’s neck into his filthy clothes. A 
sudden loathing for the town enveloped the old man. He 
: ‘took his handkerchief and mopped at the wound. 
> La petite Rose said, “It is not right to throw a stone at 
him, and a big woman, too, m’sieur. This is a bad, dirty 
piace to do a thing like that.” 
_. Ronnie said, “He’s coming with us, Mr. Howard He = 
“Scan sit on the other end of Bert’s kitbag by the ‘lectric © 
_ motor.” 
oo: The old man said, “He belongs here. We can’t take him 
-away with us.” But in his mind came the thought that it 
might be kind to do so. | | 
_. “He doesn’t belong here,” said Rose. “Two days only 
; he has been here. The woman said so.’ oe 
© There was a hurried, heavy step behind them. “For 5 
Christ's sake,” said the corporal. Re 
Howard turned to him. “They’re throwing stones at 
fhi child,” he said. He showed the man the cut upon his 
` neck. | 
_ “Who's throwing stones?” | es 
ol ATL the people in the village. They think he’s a Ger- p 
man spy.” | — 
— “Who—’ im?” ‘The corporal stared. “He ain t t moren 
- seven years old!” D 
“TT saw the woman do it,” said Rönne: “That house i 
there. She threw a stone, and did that. > Pe ee 
ae “My. muckin’ aunt,” the corporal said. He turned to : 
f Howard. ' Anyway, we got to beat it.” ea 
C “L know.” The old man “hesitated. “What Wo we do? 
Leave him here m ‘this disgunting place? Or bring him 
Along. with us?” ee ee Se ee. 





| “Bring him along, mate, if you feel like ii it, I ain’ t wor- 
ried over the amount of spying that he’ll do.” 

The old man bent and spoke to the child. “Would you 
“Tike to come with us?” he said in French. 

The little boy said something in another language. 

Howard said, “Sprechen Sie deutsch?” That was the 
limit of the German that he could recall at the moment, 
-but it drew no response. 

He straightened up, heavy with new responsibility. 
“We'll take him with us,” he said quietly. “If we leave 
him here they'll probably end by killing him.” 

“If we don’ t get a move on,” said he corporal, i the 
` bloody Jerries will be here and kill the lot of us.” 
< Howard picked up the spy, who suffered that in silence: 
-they hurried to the lorry. The child smelt and was plainly 
-verminous; the old man turned his face away in nausea. 
Perhaps in Angerville there would be nuns who would 
take charge of him. They might take Pierre, too, though 
- Pierre was'so little bother that the old man didn’t mind 
about him much. 

. They put the children in the workshop; Howard got 
_in with them and the corporal got into the front seat. by 
the driver. The big truck moved across the road from. 
‘Paris and out upon the road to Angerville, seventeen miles 
away. S oe i i E a a E 

“If we don’t get some juice in Angerville,” the driver 
‘aid, ‘we'll be bloody well sunk.” : aCe eae 
-In the van, crouched down beside the lathe with the 
‘children huddled round him, the old man pulled out a 
-sticky bundle of his chocolate. He broke off five pieces 
for the children; as soon as the German spy realized what 
it was he stretched out a filthy paw and said something 
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: “| nintelligible. F He ate it t greedily, a sities. out t his a 
hand for more. | | ey 
“You wait a bit.” The old man gave the chocolate to a 
| the other children. Pierre whispered, “Merci, monsieur.” | 
La petite Rose leaned down to him. “After supper, 
Pierre?” she said. “Shall monsieur keep it for you to have 
after supper?” fo 
o> ‘The little boy whispered, ‘ ‘Only on Sunday. On Sunday 
I may have chocolate after supper. Is to-day Sunday?” oN 
The old man said, “I’m not quite sure what day it is. © 
But I don’t think your mother will mind if you have choc- 
olate after supper to-night. PI put it away and you can 
have it then.” 
He rummaged round and produced one of the thick, 
- hard biscuits that he had brought in the morning, and © 
_. with some difficulty broke it in two; he offered one halt — 
_ to the dirty little boy in the smock. The child took it t and 
-ate it ravenously. Co o 
© Rose scolded at him in French, “Is that the way a 
~ eat? A little pig would eat more delicately—yes, truly, I a 
- say~a little pig. You should thank Monsieur, too.’ a 
"The child stared at her, not understanding vel she was Mae 
scolding him. oo ee 
‘ She said, “Have you not been taught how to biae se 
You should say like this—” she swung round and bowed n 
au to Howard—“je vous remercie, monsieur” a 
< Her words passed him by, but the pantomime was evi- 
: dent: He looked confused. “Dank, RE he said ZEIN 
S awkwardly. “Dank u wel?” e 
-~ Howard stared at him, perplexed. It was a northern. ie 
S language, but not German. It might, he thought, be Flem- a 
2 E : ish, or Walloon, or even. Dutch. In any case it mattered | woe 
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ce very little; he himself knew no > word ons any of those lan- : 
guages. : 
© They drove on ata good pace through the hot after- 
noon. The hatch to the driver’s compartment was open; 
from time to time the old man leaned forward and looked 
| through between the two men at the road ahead of them. 
-It was suspiciously clear. They passed only a very few 
refugees, and very occasionally a farm cart going on its 
-ordinary business. There were no soldiers to be seen, and 
-of the seething refugee traffic between Joigny and Montar- . 
gis there was no sign at all. The whole countryside seemed 
empty, dead. a | 
= Three miles from Angerville the corporal turned and 
- spoke to Howard through the hatch. “Getting near that 
next town now,” he said. “We got to get some juice there, 
or we're done.” 
_ The old man said, “If you see any one likely on the 
road TIl ask them where the depot is.” 
“Okay.” | 
| In a few minutes they came to a farm. A car stood out- 
‘side it, and a man was carrying sacks of grain or fodder 
: -from the car into the farm. “Stop here,” the old man said, 
A “TI ask that chap.” an 
-© They drew up by the roadside, immediately switching 
off the engine to save petrol. “Only about a gallon left — 
now,” said the driver. “We run it bloody fine, an’ no 2 


fs mistake.” 


Howard got dovi and walked back to the a The 


man, a grey- bad of about fifty without a collar, came out — | 
towards the car. “We want petrol,” said Howard. “There: . 


is, without doubt, a TA for military a in ee 
: ville?” | . : ! : 
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The man n stared, at him. ‘ ‘There are Comm in n Ånger- pe 
“Wille.” 


‘There was a momentary ence The old Englishman oo 


- stared across the farmyard, at the lean pig rooting on the 


<- midden, at the scraggy fowls scratching i in the dust. So it | 
ce was closing i in on him. 


. “How long have they been there?” he asked quietly. 
_ “Since early morning. They have come from the north.” | 
‘There was no more to be said about that. “Have you 
petrol? I will buy any that you have, at your’own price.” 
_ The peasant’s eyes glowed. ‘‘A hundred francs a litre.” 
“How much have you got?” 
The man looked at the gauge upon the battered dash- 
o board of his car. “Seven litres. Seven hundred francs.” 
= Less than a gallon and a half of petrol would not take 
the ten-ton Leyland very far. Howard went back to the 5 
corporal. x 
“Not very good news, Im afraid,” he said. “The Ger- 
si mans are in Angerville.” ss 
wie -There was a pause. “Bloody ell,” the corporal ay at"! 
2 last. He said it very quietly, as if he were suaga) tired. 
: “How many are there there?” yeas oe 
_. Howard. called back the enquiry to the peasant. “A 
regiment,’ he said. ° I ee he means about a thousand 5 
omen.” Ose t A n 
a Come down from the north, like,” said the driver. 
7 There was nothing much more to be said. The old man 7 
told them about the: petrol. “That’s not much good,” the 
corporal said. “W ith what we’ve got, that wouldn’t takeus 
-moren ten miles.” He turned ¢ to the driver, “Lers ‘ave 
the fackin- map.: A ni ee a 
Tog ther r they pored os over r the sheet the old man i got up 





into the cab and sudd it with them. There was no o side 
~ road between them and the town: behind them there was 
no road leading to the south for nearly seven miles. 
' “That’s right,” the driver said. “I didn’t see no road on 
that side when we came along.” 
-The corporal said quietly, “An if we did go back, we'd- 
meet the Jerries coming along after us, from that other 


muckin’ place. Miere he picked up the nipper what they 
told him was a spy.” x 


“That’s right,” the driver said. 
The corporal said, “Got a fag?” 


= The driver produced a cigarette; the corporal lit it and 


“Blew a long oud: “Well, ” he said presently, “this puts 
-the lid on it.” 


‘The other two were silent. 


“I wanted to get home with that big Herbert,” the cor- 
poral said. “I wanted to get that through okay, as much 
cas I ever wanted anything in all my life.” He turned to 
| Howard. “Straight, I did. But I ain’t going to. 
_ The old man said gently, “I am very sony. | 
The other shook himself. “You can’t always do them 
“things you want to most.” He stirred. “Well, this. won t 
_ buy baby a new frock.” we 
-He got down from the cab on to the ground. “What 
„are you going to do?” asked Howard. | Pe Mg 
“TI show you what I’m going to do.” He led the old 
man to the side of the great lorry, about half way down 
its length. There was a little handle sticking out through 
“the side chassis member, painted bright red. "P m going 
-to pull that tit, and run like bloody ’ell.” à o 
“Demolition,” said the driver at his ‘elbow. “Pull that 
Gut, an’ up. she goes.” 


~ 
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ther, mate, but that’s the way it is.” 
Howard said, “What will you do, yourselves?” 
The corporal said, “Mugger off cross country to the 


“They won’t do nothin’ to you, with all them kids.” 
about us. You’ve got to get back home, to fight again.” 


“We got to dodge the muckin’ Jerries, first.” 
Together they got the children down on to the road; 


- Howard collected his few possessions and stowed them in 


the pram, took the corporal’s address in England, and gave 
his own. | 
‘There was nothing then to wait io 

_ “So long, mate,’ Aad the corporal. “See you one day.” 

_ The old man said, “So long.” 

_ He gathered the children round him, and set an with 


_ There was a minor squabble as to who should push the 


eo pram, which finished up by Sheila pushing it with Ronnie 


to assist and advise. Rose walked beside them leading 


‘The corporal aa “Come on, now. Get hed muckin’ ee 
kids out of the back. I’m sorry we can’t take you any for 


south, an’ hope to keep in front of the Jerries.” He hesi- : 
tated. “You'll be all right,” he said, a little awkwardly. m 


The old man said, “Well be all right. Don’t worry 


5 then they lifted down the pram from the top of the van. oe 





| them slowly down the road in the direction of Angerville. 


Pierre by the hand; the dirty little stranger in his queer 


Ls and his clothes were clotted with dried blood from a i 


Howard glanced back over his shoulder; the men byt the r 
ee pee 





frock followed along behind. Howard thought ruefully se 
ae that somehow, somewhere, he must get him washed. Not 
a -only was he verminous and filthy, Pui the back of his neck 


C They went slowly, a as they always did. Fow time to time ae 
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lorry seemed to be sorting out their personal belongings. 
Then one of them, the driver, started off across the field 
towards the south, carrying a small bundle. The other 
bent to some task at the lorry. 

Then he was up, and running from the road towards 
the driver. He ran clumsily, stumbling; when he had ee 
about two hundred yards there was a sharp, cr ackling ex 
plosion. | 

A sheet of flame shot outwards from the lorry. Parts of 
it sailed up into the air and fell upon the road and into 
the fields; then it sunk lower on the road. A little tongue 
of fire appeared, and it was in flames. 

Ronnie said, “Coo, Mr. Howard. Did it blow up?” 
Sheila echoed, “Did it blow up itself, Mr. Howard?” 
“Yes,” he said heavily, “that’s what happened.” A col- 
‘umn of thick black smoke rose from it on the roa He 

turned away. “Don’t bother about it any more.’ 

-Two miles ahead of him he saw the roofs of Angerville. 
The net was practically closed upon him now. With a 
heavy he»st he led the children down the road towards the 
torn. 





Í BROKE into his story and said, a little breathlessly, 
“This one’s not far off.” | a 
We sat tense in our chairs before the fire, listening to 
_ the rising whine of the bomb. It burst somewhere a | 
near, and in the rumble of the falling debris we heard 
another falling, closer still. We sat absolutely motionless 
_as the club rocked to the explosion and the glass crashed 
_ from the windows, and the whine of the third bomb grew w 
_ shrill. It burst upon the other side of us. yee 
 “Straddiled,” said old Howard, breaking the tension. 
“That's all right.” _ a 
oa. ENE fourth bomb of the stick fell further away; chen’ | 
n there was a pause and a burst of machine gunfire. I got 
7 up from my chair and walked out to the corridor. It was _ 
in darkness. A window leading out on to a little balcony 
i ea been blown open. I went out, and looked round. 
Over towards the city the sky was a deep, cherry red 
with the glow of the fires. Around us there was a bright, 
- yellow light from three parachute flares suspended in ‘the 
sky; Bren guns and Lewis guns were rattling away at these 
things i in an attempt to shoot them down. Close at hand, 2 
s down the street, another fire was getting under way. 
-I turned, and Howard was at my side. “Pretty. hot to- 
night,” he said. oo ca a : | 





- 1 aa. “Would you like tog go > down i into the shelter?” 5 
“Are you going?” 
“I don’t believe it’s any safer there than here,” I said. | 
We went down to the hall to see if there was anything 
ee we could do to help. But there was nothing to be done, 
-and presently we went up to our chairs again beside the 
fire, and poured another glass of the Marsala. I said, “Go 
on with your story.” | 


He said diffidently, “I hope I’m not boring you with all | 
l this?” 


_ Angerville is a little town upon the Paris-Orleans road. 
It was about five o’clock when Howard started to walk 
< towards it with the children, a hot, dusty afternoon. 

He told me that that was one of the most difficult mo- 
ments of his life. Since he had left Cidoton he had been 
travelling towards England; as he had gone on fear had 
grown upon him. Up to the last it had seemed incredible 
that he should not get through, hard though the way 
might be. But now he realized that he would not get 


through. The Germans were between him and the sea: In- E 


: marching on to Angerville he was marching to disaster, 
oto internment, probably to his death. 
= That did not worry him too’much. He was old and 
‘tired; if an' end came now he would be missing nothing 
very much. A few more days of fishing, a few more sum- 
mers pottering in his garden. But the children—they were 
another matter. Somehow he must make them secure. 
Rose and Pierre might be turned over to the French po- 
lice; sooner or later they would be returned to their rela- . 
tives. But Sheila and Ronnie—what arrangement could he 
possibly make for them? What would become of them? 2 
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: And a about the dirty little oo who. now was with: 





yor and blind hate? What would become of him? 
-The old man suffered a good deal. 
There was nothing to be done but to walk straight into 
- Angerville. The Germans were behind them, to the north, 
‘to the east, and to the west. He felt that it was hopeless 































tance the advance of the invader. Better to go ahead and | 
meet what lay before him bravely, conserving his strength 

that he might help the children best. | 

Ronnie said, “Listen to the band.” 


=- claimed with pleasure. “Ecoute, Pierre,” she said, bending 
- down to him. “Ecoute!” 

“Eh?” said Howard, waking from his reverie. “What's 
that?” | i 

Ronnie said, ““There’s a band playing in the town. May ae 
we go and listen to it?’ But his ears were keener than the us 
old man’s, and Howard could hear nothing. vo Td 

‘Presently, as they walked into the town, he picked out = 
the strains of Liebestraum. o 
On the way into the town they passed a train of a 
<- dirty lorries halted by the road, drawing in turn up to a — 
garage and filling their tanks at the pump. The soldiers 
_. moving round them appeared strange at first; with a shock _ 
the old man realized that he was seeing what he had ex- 
Ran pected for the last hour to see; the men were German soko 

- diers. They wore field grey uniforms with open collars 
a 2 and patch pockets, with a winged eagle broidered on the © 
ce right breast. Some of them were bare: headed; others wore : 
i ast | 





them, who had been stoned by old women mad with ter- - a 


to attempt a dash across the country to the south as the _ 
Air Force men had done; he could not possibly out-dis- 


They were about half a mile from the town. Rose ex- i 
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the! characteristic German steel helmet. They had sad; . 
tired, expressionless faces; they moved about their work 
like so many machines. 

Sheila said, “Are those Swiss soldiers, Mr. Howard?” 

“No,” he said, “they're not Swiss.” 

Ronnie said, “They wear the same kind of hat.” 

Rose said, “What are they?” 

He gathered them around him. “Look,” he said in 
French, “you mustn’ t be afraid. They are German, but 
‘they won’t hurt you.” 3 

They were passing a little group of them. From the 
crowd an U nterfeldwebel came up to them; he wore long 
black boots and breeches stained with oil. “That is the 
proper spirit,” he said in harsh, guttural French. “We Ger- 
mans are your friends. We bring g you peace. Very soon you 
= will be able to go home again.’ 
= The children stared at him, as if they did not under- 
stand what he had said. Very likely this was so, because his 
French was very bad. 
~ Howard said in French, “It will be good when we have 
“3. peace again.” There was no point in giving up before he 
was found out. E 
-© The man smiled, a set, expressionless grin. “How far 
‘have you come?” : 
< “From Pithiviers.” 

“Have you walked so far?” ; 
_ “No. We got a lift in a lorry which broke down a few 
: > back.” 


< The German said, “So. Then you will want supper. ia 


7 y ‘the Place there i is a soup kitchen which you may g go to.” pee 
es Howard said, “Je vous remercie. 4 There was nothing n 
„else to ay: n : 





“The 1 man was a no ran hii eye over them, and : 


ie frowned at the little boy in the smock. He stepped up and 


took him by the head, not ungently, and examined the 
wound upon his neck. Then he looked at his own hands, 
and wiped them with disgust, having handled the child’s 


or head. | 


o “So!” he said. “By the church there is a field hospital. i 


< Take him to the Sanitätsunterofizier.” He dismissed them 2 


curtly, and turned back to his men. | oa 
| One or two of the men looked at them woodenly, list- ny 
~ lessly, but no one else spoke to them. They went on to the 


~. centre of the town. At the cross roads in the middle, where 


the road to Orleans turned off to the left and the road te 


- Paris to the right, there was a market square before a 
large grey church. In the centre of the square the band 
was playing. | 

It was a band of German soldiers. They stood there, 
about twenty of them, playing doggedly, methodically; 

doing their duty for their Führer. They wore soft field 

caps and silver tassels on their shoulders. A Feldwebel con. l 
ducted them. He stood above them on a little rostrum, the 5 
- baton held lovingly between his finger tips. He was a- 

eo heavy, middle- aged man; as he waved he turned from side ; 

to side and smiled benignly on his audience. Behind the x 
band a row of tanks and armoured cars were parked. 

The audience was mostly French. A few grey-faced, list- 

‘les German soldiers stood around, seemingly tired. to 

s death; the remainder of the audience were men and 

women: of the town. ‘They stood. round gaping curiously 

at the intruders, peering at the tanks and furtively study- e 
, ing the uniforms and accoutrements of the men. F 
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‘Ronnie said in English, “ eT here's the band, Me How- : 
ard. May we go and listen to it?” 

The old man looked quickly round. Nobody seemed to 
have heard him. “Not now,” he said in French. “We must 
go with this little boy to have his neck dressed.” 

He led the children any from the crowd. “Try not to 


speak English while we're here,” he said quietly to Ron- 
nie. 


“Why not, Mr. Howard?” | 
Sheila said, “May I speak English, Mr. Howard?” 
“No,” he said. “The Germans don’t like to hear people 
speaking English.” | 
The little girl said in English, “Would the Germans 
mind if Rose spoke English?” | 
A passing Frenchwoman looked at them curiously. The 
old man beat down his irritation; they were only children. 
- He said in French, “If you speak English PI find a little 
frog to put into your mouth.” 
© Rose said, “Oo—to hear what m’sieur has said! A lit- 
tle frog! It would be horrible, that.” 
on mid laughter and apprehension they went on talk- 
ing in French. oe: 
“Lhe field hospital was on the far side of the church. Ag 
they went towards it every German soldier that they | 


passed smiled at them mechanically, a set, expressionless 


grin. When the first one did it the children stopped to n 
< stare, and had to ee Parnes on. After the first half dozen EEA 
> they got used to it. | Sieh, ganas s 
-One of the men said, “Bonjour, mes enfanis.” ee 
, Howard muttered quietly, “Bonjour, m'sieur” and 
| psd on. It was only a few steps to the hospital tent; the 
net wag. Nery close around him now. s 


- 4 = es 





The hospital consisted of a large marquee extending _ 


ao. om a lorry. At the entrance a lance-corporal of the med- 


cal service, a sanitatsgefreiier, stood idle and bored, pick- 
ing his teeth. : : 
How ard said to Rose, “Stay here, and keep the children 


with you.” He led the little boy up to the tent. He said 


to the man in French, “The little boy is wounded. A little 
- piece of plaster or a bandage, perhaps?” | 


| The man smiled, that same fixed, mirthless smile. He : 
examined the child deftly. “So!” he said. “Kommen Sie— 


Enirez? 
The old man followed with the child into the tent. A 


_ dresser was tending a German soldier with a burnt hand; 
apart from them the only other occupant was a doctor- 


< wearing a white overall. His rank was not apparent. The | 
orderly led the child to him, and showed him the wound. 
= ` The doctor nodded briefly. Then he turned the child’s 
head to the light, and looked at it, expressionless. Then | 
he opened the child’s soiled clothes and looked at his 
chest. Then, rather ostentatiously, he rinsed his hands. = 
He crossed the tent to Howard. “You will come again,” 
he said in thick French, “in one hour.” He held up one © 
finger. “One hour.” Fearing that he had not made himself — 
understood he pulled out his watch and pointed to the S 


oe hands. “Six hours.” 


“Bien compris,” said the old man. “A six heures. ” Her: 
o left the tent, wondering what dark trouble lay in store fore 
him. It could not take an hour to put a e on a: 


little cut. 


+ Still there was Hod he could do. He did not ‘dee 


we > to enter into any long conversation with the German; — 


sooner Oor -later his British | accent must betray am i 
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Bs He went back to ‘the children, and led then. away from 


the tent. 


Earlier that ech long ago it seemed!—Sheila faa 


suffered a sartorial disaster, in that she had lost her knick- 
ers. It had not worried her or any of the children, but it 
had weighed on Howard’s mind. Now was the time to 
rectify that omission. ‘To ease Ronnie’s longings they went 
and had a look at the German tanks in the Place; then, 


ten minutes later, he led them to a draper’s shop not far ae 


from the field hospital. 


He pushed open the door of the shop, and a German oe 


soldier was at the counter. It was too late to draw back 
and to do so would have raised suspicion; he stood aside 
and waited till the German had finished his purchases. 
= Then, as he stood there in the background, he saw that the 


ia German was the orderly from the hospital. 


_ A little bundle of clothes lay upon the counter before 
= him, a yellow jersey, a pair of brown children’s shorts, 


-~ socks, and a vest. “Cinquante quatre, quatre vingt dix,” 





said the stout old woman at the counter. 


“The German did not understand her rapid way of 


a on She repeated it several times; then he pushed a 


little pad of paper towards her, and she wrote the sum 2 


upon the pad for him. He took it and studied it. Then he __ 


=- wrote his own name and the unit carefully beneath. He | ae 
tore off the sheet and gave it to her. ie 
~. “You will be paid later,” he said, in difficult French, He oe 
i "gathered up the garments. , ae 
a. She protested, “I cannot let you take away de ae o 
. unless I have the money. My husband—he would be very e 


_ much annoyed. He would be furious. Truly, monsieur— ie 
a that i is not pal at all. Š | | 


_ 148- nare Te ? | 





-The German said stolidly, “Tt is good. You will be paid, 
- That is a good requisition.” | Deo 
© She said angrily, “It is not good at all, that. It is neces: 

sary that you should pay with money.” 
The man said, “That is money, good German money. 
-I£ you do not believe it, I will call the Military Police. As 
for your husband, he had better take our German money 
and be thankful. Perhaps he is a Jew? We have a way 
<- with Jews.” 
The woman stared at him, dumb. There was a momen- 
_. tary silence in the shop; then the hospital orderly gathered 
= up his purchases and swaggered out. The woman re- 
mained staring after him, uncertainly fingering the piece 
es of paper. | | E 
© Howard went forward and distracted her. She roused _ 
“herself and showed him children’s pants. W ith much ad- 
vice from Rose upon the colour and design, he chose a | 
_ pair for Sheila, paid three francs fifty for them, and put 
-them on her in the shop. R 
_ The woman stood fingering the money. “You are not 
German, monsieur?” she said heavily. She glanced down i 
at the money in her hand. i” ote 
He shook his head. 
“I thought perhaps you were. Flemish?” De S 
o Kt would never do to admit his nationality, but at any- : 
moment one of the children might betray him. He moved on 
towards the door. “Norwegian,” he said at random. “My ak 
-country has also suffered.” g o 
“I thought you were not French,” she said. “I do not ~ 
know what will become of us.” - | a e 


-He left the shop and went a little way up the Paris 
road, hoping to avoid the people. German soldiers were 
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-still pouring into the town. He walked about for a time 


in the increasing crowd, tense and fearful of betrayal ` 


every moment. At last it was six o ‘clock; he y went back to 
the hospital. 


He left the children by the church. “Keep them beside 


) you,” he said to Rose. ‘ pi shall only be at the hospital a = 


little while. Stay here till I come back.” 


He went into the tent, tired and worn with apprehen- i 


sion. The orderly saw him coming. “Wait here,” he said. 
“J will tell the Herr Oberstabsarzt.” | 


The man vanished into the tent. The old man stood ~ 


walane at the entrance patiently. The warm sun was 
' pleasant now, in the cool of the evening. It would have 
__ been pleasant to stay free, to get back to England. But he 
was tired now, very, very tired. If only he could see the 
children right, then he could rest. 
-© There was a movement in the tent, and the doctor was _ 
there, leading a child by the hand. It was a strange, new __ 
_ child, sucking a sweet. It was spotlessly clean, with short 
cropped hair trimmed close to its head with clippers. It 
was a little boy. He wore a yellow jersey and a pair of | 
_ brown shorts, socks, and new shoes. ‘The clothes were all 
: brand new, and all seemed vaguely familiar to the oldi, 
_ man. The little boy smelt very strong of yellow soap and o 
_ disinfectant. — ee et 
© He wore a clean white dressing on a his neck. He smiled : 
at the old man. | | P e aa 
-Howard stared at him, dumbfounded. ‘The doctor said: x 
 genially, " ‘Sol LMT orderly has given him a bath.. That is | 
“better?” ee eee PIE OG ote Nor a Ee 
up The old man , said, “ Tri is ‘wonderful, H err Doktor. And 
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| he aoe too. And the dressing on his neck. I do not 
know how to thank you.” 
~The doctor swelled visibly. “It is not me that you must 
= thank, my friend,” he said with heavy geniality. “It is 
Germany! We Germans have come to bring you peace, 
and cleanliness, and the ordered life that is true happi- 
ness. There will be no more war, no more wandering for 
you now. We Germans are your friends.” | | 
“Indeed,” the old man said faintly, “we realize that, 
-Herr Doktor.” o 

“So,” said the man, “what Germany has done for this 
boy, she will do for France, for all Europe. A New Order 


< has begun.” 





There was rather an awkward silence. Howard was 
about to say something suitable, but the yellow jersey 








caught his eye, and the image of the woman in the shop e 


-came into his mind and drove the words from his head. 
He stood hesitant for a minute. 

The doctor gave the child a little push towards him. 
-© “What Germany has done for this one little Dutchman 
= she will do for all the children of the world,” he said. 
“Take him away. You are his father?” 


Fear lent speed to the old man’s thoughts. A half truth 


was best. “He is not mine,” he said. “He was lost and 


a _ quite alone in Pithiviers. I shall take him to the convent.” 


=o The man nodded, satisfied with that. “I thought you _ 
-might be Dutch ae: he said. “You do not speak i like.) 


Ea ee French.” 


It would not do to say he was e again; it was 
S too near to Germany. “I am from the south,” he said. 


<. “From Toulouse. But I was staying with my son in Mont- 


a mirail. Then ` we got separated in Montargis; I do not 
inia ee at eae on 
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= aoe what has Bice of him, The TN I was with ” a 
are my grandchildren. They are now in the Place. They o= 
have been very good children, m’sieur, but it will be good ee 


when we can go home.” : 
He rambled on, getting into the stride of his tale, easily 
- falling into the ie of an old man. The doctor 
turned away rudely. “Well, take your brat,” he said. “You 
can go home now. There will be no more fighting.” 
- He went back into the tent. 


The old man took the little boy by the hand and led 
him round the church, passing on the other side of the 


shop that had sold children’s clothes. He found Rose 
standing more or less where he had left her, with Sheila. 
and Pierre. ‘There was no sign of Ronnie. 
_ He said anxiously to her, “Rose, what has become of 
Ronnie? Where is he?” 
She said, “M’sieur, he has been so naughty. He wanted 
~ to see the tanks, but I told him it was wrong that he should 
go. I told him, m’sieur, that he was a very, very naughty 


little boy and that you would be very cross with ne a 


- m’sieur. But he ran off, all alone.” a 
Sheila piped up, loud and clear, in English, “May Is go bs . 
-and see the tanks, too, Mr. Howard?” (eas 
Mechanically he said in French, “Not this evening, I 
told you that you were all to stay here.” oe | 
- He looked around, irresolute. He did not know whether 


to leave the children where they were and go and look 
~ for Ronnie, or to take them with him. Either course might 


He bring the other children into danger. If he left them they a8 


. i. might get into further trouble. He took hold of the pram, - 7 
Me and pushed it ahead of him. “Come this way, he said. 


_ Pierre edged up to him, and whispered, ‘ ‘May. I pasi 
= “My | 













































It was the first time that the old man had heard the 
little boy volunteer a remark. He surrendered the handle 
of the pram. “Of course,” he said. “Rose, help him push.” 
-He walked beside them towards the parked tanks and 
lorries, anxiously scanning the crowd. There were German 
soldiers all about the transport, grey, weary men con- 
sciously endeavouring to fraternize with a suspicious popu- 
“lation. Some of them were cleaning up their clothes, some 
tending their machines. Others had little phrase books in 
their hands, ana these were trying to make conversation 
with the crowd. The French peasants seemed sullen and 


e 





uncommunicative. 
Sheila said suddenly, “There's Ronnie, over there!” 
The old man turned, but could not see him. “Where 
nais hep” 
< Rose said, “I see him—oh, m’sieur, what a naughty little | 
boy. There, m’sieur, right inside the tank, there—with the 
— German soldiers!” ‘ 
A cold fear entered Howard’s heart. His eyesight for 
long distances was not too good; he screwed his eyes up 
~ and peered in the direction Rose was pointing. True 
< enough, there he was. Howard could see his little head 
just sticking out of a steel hatch at the top of the gun tur- : 
© ret as he chattered eagerly to the German soldier with 
him. The man seemed to be holding Ronnie in his arms, 
lifting him up to show him how the captain conned his . 
tank. It was a pretty little picture of fraternization. oe 
The old man thought very quickly. He knew that Ron- 
-nie would most probably be talking French; there would 
be nothing to impel him to break into English. But he 


-knew also that he himself must not go near the little boy, 
‘nor must his sister; in his excited state he would at once — 


break out in English to teli them all about the tank. Yet, 
he must be got away immediately, while he was still think- 
ing of nothing but the tank. Once he began to think of 
other things, of their journey, or of Howard himself, he 
would inevitably betray them all in boyish chatter. 
Within five minutes of his losing interest in the tank the | 
Germans would be told that he was English, that an old 
Engiishman was strolling round the town. ee 
Sheila plucked his sleeve. “I want my supper,” she said. | 
“May I have my supper now? Please, Mr. Howard, may I 
have my supper now?” | Ba 
“Jn a minute,” he said absently. “We’ll all go and have 
our supper in a minute.” But that was an idea. I£ Sheila 
was hungry, Ronnie would be hungry, too—unless the- : 
Germans had given him sweets. He must risk that. There 
was that soup kitchen that the German at the entrance to. 
the town had spoken of; Howard could see the field cook- 
ers a hundred yards down the Place. | ie 
He showed them to Rose. “I am taking the little chil- 
dren down there, where the smoke is, for our supper,” he 
said casually. “Go and fetch Ronnie, and bring him to us 
-= there. Are you hungry?” e Ba 
TE “Oui, m’sieur.” She said that she was very hungry, in- 
deed. | E a 
“We shall have a fine hot supper, with hot soup and 


bread,” thë old man said, drawing on his imagination. 
“Go and te'l Ronnie, and bring him along with you. I 


will waik on with the little ones” — 


He sent her off, and watched her running through the 
< crowd, her bare legs twinkling. He steered the other chil- 
-dren rather away from the tank; it would not do for Ror 


nie to be able to hail him. He saw the little girl come to 
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the nk and pee urgently to the Germans; then she 
<- -was lost to sight. 

The old man sent up an urgent, personal prayer for the 
success of her unwitting errand, as he helped Pierre push 
the pram towards the field cookers. There was nothing 
= now that he could do. Their future lay in the small hands 
Eee of two children, and in the hands of God. 

There was a trestle table, with benches. He parked the 
pram and sat Pierre and Sheila and the nameless little 
` Dutch boy at the table. Soup was dispensed in thick bowls, 
-> with a hunk of bread; he went and drew four bowls for 
the lot of them and brought them to the table. 

= He turned, and Rose was at his elbow with Ronnie. 
= The little boy was still flushed and ecstatic. “They took 
me right inside!” he said in English. 

<- The old man said gently in French, “If you tell us in 
French, then Pierre can understand, too.” He did not 
- think that any one had noticed. But the town was terribly 
<- dangerous for them; at any moment the Car might 
- break into English and betray them. 

-o Ronnie said in French, “There was a great big gun, 
“and two little guns, m’sieur, and you steer with two 
__ handles and it goes seventy kilos an hour!” 

_ Howard said, “Come on and eat your supper.” He gave 
y him a bowl of soup and a piece of bread. 

‘Sheila said enviously, “Did you go, for a ride, Ronnie?” ` 
The adventurer hesitated. “Not exactly,” he said. “But 
they said I might go with them for a ride to-morrow or 
one day. They did speak funnily. I could hardly under- 
| stand what they wanted to say. May I go for a ride with 
them to-morrow, m sieur? They say I might.” «. 

in ee | Taom. | 








The old man said, “We'll have to see about that. We 
may not be here to-morrow.” i a 
Sheila said, “Why did they talk funny, Ronnie?” a 
Rose said suddenly, “They are dirty Germans, who 
come here to murder people.” : 
The old man coughed loudly. “Go on and eat your 
supper,” he said, “all of you. That's enough talking for 


the present.” More than enough, he thought; if the Ger- 
man dishing out the soup had overheard they woud al 


have been in trouble. 


Angerville was no place for them; at all costs he must 
get the children out. It was only a matter of an hour or > 
two before exposure came. He meditated for a moment; : 


there was still some hours of daylight. The children were ne 
tired, he knew, yet it would be better to move on, out of 
the town. 
= Chartres was the next town on his list, Chartres where 
-he was to have taken train for St. Malo. He could not get- 
to Chartres that night; it was the best part of thirty miles j 
further to the west. There was little hope now that he 
would escape the territory occupied by Germans, yet for- 
want of an alternative he would carry on to Chartres. 
Indeed, it never really occurred to him to do otherwise. 
The children were very slow eaters. It was nearly an` 
‘hour before Pierre and Sheila, the two smallest, had fin- 
ished their meal. The old man waited, with the patience : 
of old age. It would do no good to hurry them. When 
‘they had finished he wiped their mouths, thanked the 
German cook politely, collected the pram, and led them ` 
out onto the road to Chartres. Ces a 
~The children walked very slowly, languidly. It was after 


eight o'clock, long past their ordinary bed time; moreover, 


—wie 








-they had eaten a full meal.. The sun was still warm, though 
it was dropping towards the horizon; manifestly they 
-~ could not go very far. Yet he kept them at it, anxious to 
a get as far as possible from the town. 

The problem of the little Dutch boy engaged his atten- 
~~ tion. He had not left him with the Sisters, as he had been 
minded to; it had not seemed practical when he was in 
- the town to search out a convent. Nor had he yet got rid 
of Pierre, as he had promised himself that he would do. 
_ Pierre was no trouble, but this new little boy was quite a 
serious responsibility. He could not speak one word of 
any language that they spoke. Howard did not even know 
_ his name. Perhaps it would be marked upon his clothes. 

| “Then with a shock of dismay, the old man realized that 
the clothes were gone forever. They had been taken by 
the Germans when the little chap had been de-loused; by 
this time they were probably burnt. It might well be that 
his identity was lost now till the war was over, and en- 
‘quiries could be made. It might be lost forever. 

-~ The thought distressed old Howard very much. It was 
one thing to hand over to the Sisters a child who could 
þe traced; it seemed to him to be a different matter al- 

together when the little boy was practically untraceable. 
_As he walked along, the old man revolved this new trouble 
in. his mind. The only link now with his past lay in the 
fact that he had been found abandoned in Pithiviers upon 
a certain day i in June—lay in the evidence which Howard 
alone could give. With that evidence, it might one day 
be possible to find his parents or his relatives. If now he 
were abandoned to a convent, that evidence might well | 
lost. 

They walked on down the e dusty road. 
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skeil said frettully “My feet do hurt.” 


She was obviously tired out. He picked her up and put ae 
her in the pram, and put Pierre in with her. To Pierre he 
gave the chocolate that had been promised to him earlier 
in the day, and then all the other children had to havea 
piece of chocolate, too. That refreshed them and made 
them cheerful for a while, and the old man pushed the — S 
pram wearily ahead. It was essential that they should stop 
soon for the night. ; ae 

He stopped at the next farm, left the pram with the 
children in the road, and went into the courtyard to see 
if it was possible for them to find a bed. There was a _ 
strange stillness in the place. No dog sprang out to bark © 
at him. He called out, and stood expectant in the evening — 
light, but no one answered him. He tried the door to the 


farm house, and it was iocked. He went into the cow 


house, but no animals were there. ‘Iwo hens scratched. 
upon the midden; otherwise there was no sign of life. | 
The place was deserted. $ 
_ As on the previous night, they slept in the hay loft. 
There were no blankets to be had this time, but Howard, 
searching round for some sort of a coverlet, discovered a 
large, sail-like cover used possibly to thatch a rick. He ~ 
dragged this into the loft and arranged it double on the 
hay, laying the children down between its folds. He had 
expected trouble with them, excitement and fretfulness, 
| -but they were too tired for that. All five of them were ; 
- glad to lie down and rest; in a | short time they were all 
= Bale. | oe | a B 
-Howard lay: resting on the hay near r them, ad to death. 
h the last hour he had taken several nips of brandy for 
; the v weariness and weakness that he was enduring; now as 
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<- he lay upon the hay in the deserted farm fatigue came- 
=- soaking out of him in great waves. He felt that they were 
in a desperate position. There could be no hope now of 
getting through to England, as he once had hoped. ‘The 
- German front was far ahead of them; by now it might 
have reached to Brittany itself. All France was over-run. 
_.. Exposure might come at any time, must come before 
== So very long. It was inevitable. His own French, though 
~- good enough, was spoken with an English accent, as he 
__ knew well. The only hope of escaping detection would be 
to hide for a while until some plan presented itself, to lie 
up with the children in the house of some French citizen. 
~ But he knew no one in this part of France that he could 

BO to. | 
And anyway, no family would take them in. If he did 
a anybody, it would hardly be fair to plant himself 
on them. | 
He lay musing bitterly on the future, only half awake. 
< Tt was not quite correct to say that he knew nobody. 
©- He did know, very slightly, one family at Chartres. They 
were people called Rouget—no, Rougand—Rougeron; that 
was it, Rougeron. They came from Chartres. He had met 
_ them at Cidoton eighteen months before, when he had 
- been there with John for the skiing. The father was a 
-colonel in the army; Howard wondered vaguely what had 
= become of him. The mother had been typically fat and 
_ French, pleasant enough in a very quiet way. The daugh- 
ter had skied well; closing his eyes in the dose of oncom- 
ing sleep the old man could see her flying down the slopes 


the French style. S 
= 154 

















_ behind John, in a flurry of snow. She had had fair hair oe 
» which she wore short and rather elaborately, dressed, mo 
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He had seen a good deal of the father. They had played a ye 


draughts together in the evening over a Pernod, and had = 


pondered together whether war would come. The old man 
began to consider Rougeron seriously. If by some freak of 
chance he should be in Chartres, there might yet be hope 


for them. He thought that Rougeron might help. ey 

At any rate, they would get good advice from him. How- 
ard became aware at this point of how much, how very > 
much he wanted to talk to some adult, to discuss their dif-- ; 
ficulties and make plans. The more he thought of Rou- 


geron, the more he yearned to talk to some one of that sort, 
frankly and without reserve. Pee 

Chartres was not far away, not much more “nn twenty- 
five miles. With luck they might get there to-morrow. 


re) Probably Rougeron would be away from home, but—it 
was worth trying. 


Presently he slept. 
He woke several times in the night, gasping and breath- — 
less with a very tired heart. Each time he sat upright for 
half an hour and drank a little brandy, presently slipping- 


-down again to an uneasy doze. The children also slept. 
=- uneasily, but did not wake. At five o'clock the old man - 
-woke for good, and sitting up against a heap of hay re- _ 


signed himself to wait till it was time to wake the chil- os 
dren. F p vig 
He would. go to Chartres, asa w up Rougeron. The ae 


bad night that he had suffered was a warning; it might ` 


well be that his strength was giving out. If that should | 


oe “happen, he must get the children safe with some one else. ae 

< With Rougeron, if he were there, the children would be 
safe; Howard could leave money for their keep, English 
money it was true, but probably- negotiable. Rougeron ; 


es BB ae 
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might’ give him a Dai and let him rest a little till this 
_ deathly feeling of fatigue went away. | | 
= Pierre woke at about half past six, and lay awake with 
him. “You must stay quiet,” the aid man said. “It’s not 
~ time to get up yet. Go to sleep again.” 
=: At seven o'clock Sheila woke up, wriggled about, and 
climbed out of her bed. Her movements woke the other 
- children, Howard got up stiffly, and got them all up. He 
herded them before him down the ladder to the farm- 
vee and one by one made them sluice their faces beneath 
the pump. 

There was a step behind him, and he turned to meet a 
formidable woman, who was the farmer’s wife. She de- 
-manded crossly what he was doing there. 

. He said mildly, “I have slept in your hay, madame, with 
bo children. A thousand pardons, but there was no 
~ other place where we could go.” 
© She rated him soundly for a few minutes. Then she 
said, “Who are you? You are not a Frenchman. No doubt, 
you are English, and these children also?” | 
He said, “These children are of all nationalities, ma- 
: dame. Two are French and two are Swiss, from Geneva. 
| One is Dutch.” He smiled, “I assure you, we are a little 
TA T A a4 a 
garahe a him keenly. “But you,” she said, “you are 
s English. : 
_ He said, “Tf L were Exiglish, madame, what of that?” obs 
“They are saying in Angerville that the English have | 
betrayed us, that they have run away, from Dunkirk.” => 
He felt himself to be in peril. This woman was quite 3. 
capable of giving them all up to the Germans. ae 
He faced her boldly, and looked her in the eyes. “Do s 
tee Bite ae a ee — 15 56 | oo 





“you. Beli that England oe abandoned F rance?” he E 
asked. “Or do you think that is a German lie?” | eo 
= She hesitated. “These filthy politics,” she said at Jast. 
“I only know that this farm now is ruined. I do not know 
how we shall live.” 

He said simply, “By the Grace of God, mane 


She was silent for a minute. Then she said, “You are 
English, aren’t you?” 


He nodded without speaking. hee ORS a 
"She said, “You had better go away, before anybody sees 
you.” Ta 
He turned, and elie the children to him, and walked: 
= over to the pram. Then, pushing it in front of him, he 

went towards the gate. 
She called after him, “Where are you going to?” 
He stopped and said, “To Chartres.” And then he could 
have bitten out his tongue for the indiscretion. 
She said, “By the tram?” — 
He repeated uncertainly, “The tram?” 
“Tt passes at ten minutes Pe eight. There is s still half 
an hour.” wae ad A Eo 
-He bad forgotten the light railway, running by. the a 
= Toad. Hope of a lift to Chartres surged uP in him. * Ts it 
still running, madame?” 8 | oh 
“Why not? These Germans say that they have brought 
- us Peace. Well, then, the tram will ran a gS 
= He thanked her, and went out onto the road. A quarter ok 
of a mile further on he came toa place where the track © 
crossed the road; here he waited, and fed the children on 
the biscuits he had bought the day before, with a little 
of the chocolate. Presently a small puff of steam announced 
the little narrow y gauge train, the so-called tram. { 
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Ane A later they walked. out into the streets o | 
: i still pushing the pram. It was as easy as that; 

a completely uneventful journey. 

Chartres, like Angerville, was full of Germans. They 
. swarmed everywhere, particularly in the luxury shops, 
buying with paper money silk stockings, underclothes, and 
_ all sorts of imported food. The whole town seemed to be 
“on holiday. The troops were clean and well disciplined; 
all day Howard saw nothing in their behaviour to com- 

plain of, apart from their very presence. They were con- 
strained in their behaviour, scrupulously correct, uncer- 
_ tain, doubtful of their welcome. But in the shops there | 
-= was no doubt about it; they were spending genuine French 
`~ paper money, and spending it like water. If there were 
| any doubts in Chartres, they stayed behind the locked 
-doors of the banks. | | 
o [na telephone booth the old man found the name of 
- Rougeron in the directory; they lived in an apartment in 
ne the Rue Vaugiraud. He did not ring up, feeling the mat- __ 
_ ter to be a little difficult for the telephone. Instead, he 

_ asked the way, and walked round to the place, still push- | 
ae ing the pram, the children trailing after him. 


tered Houses He rang the bell of the house, and the door 
_ opened silently before him, disclosing the common stair: 
case. Rougeron lived on the second floor. He went upstairs 
slowly, for he was rather short of breath, the children fol- 
lowing him. He rang the bell of the apartment. 


_ It was the daughter, the one that he remembered eight 
| a een months before at Cidoton. | 


= w = 











Rue Vaugiraud was a narrow street of tall, grey shut- 0% 





< There was the sound of women’s voices from behind the — 
2 ‘door. There was a step, and the door opened before him, 
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In the passage it was a little dark. “Mademoiselle,” he 


said, “I have come to see your father, Monsieur le Colonel. 
I do not know if you will remember me; we have met be. 
fore. At Cidoton.” a 

She did not answer for a moment. The old man blinked 









his eyes; in his fatigue it seemed to him that she was oe 


holding tight onto the door. He recognized her very well. 






She wore her hair in the same close-curled, French man. 


ner; she wore a grey cloth skirt and a dark blue Janel : 
with a black scarf at the neck. i 
She said at last, “My father is away from home. I-] 

remember you very well, monsieur. 

©- He said easily in French, “It is very charming of you to 
- say so, mademoiselle. My name is Howard.” 

“I know that.” 

“Will Monsieur le Colonel be back to-day?” 

She said, “He has been gone for three months, monsieur 

Cs Howard. He was near Metz. That is the last that we have 

oe Téard.” | F 

He had expected as much, but the disappointment was . 
‘no less keen. He hesitated, and then drew back. a 

“I am so sorry,” he said. “I had hoped to see Monsieur 
















le Colonel, as I was in Chartres. You have my sympathy, | 
7 mademoiselle. I will not intrude any farther upon your: oo 


Ce a . | 
She said, “Is it—is it t anything that I could discuss with ; 
you, Monsieur Howard?” He got a queer impression from ~ 
_ her manner that she was pleading, trying | to detain himat 
the door. A cee 
os. He could not burden a girl and her mother with his 
f troubles; ooy had troubles oF their own to a “tt is 










- nothing, mademoiselle,” he said. “Merely a little personal 
matter that I wanted to talk over with your father.” 
_ She drew herself up and faced him, looking him in the 
eyes. “T understand that you wish to see my father, Mon- 
_sieur Howard,” she said quietly. “But he is away—we do 
-not know where. And I... I am not a child. I know 
very well what you have come to talk about. We can talk 
of this together, you and I.” 
= She drew back from the door. “Will you not come in 

and sit down?” she said. 



































LE turned and motioned to the children. Then he 
glanced at the girl, and caught an expression of surprise, 
bewilderment, upon her face. “There are rather a lot oÈ 
us, I’m afraid,” he said apologetically. | 

She said, “But I... I do not understand, Monsieur 
Howard. Are these your children?” 

_ He smiled. “I’m looking after them. They aren’t really 

mine.” He hesitated, and then said, “I am in a position of 

some difficulty, mademoiselle.” 

Hes a 

“I wished to talk it over with your father.” He wrinkled 

-his brows in perplexity. “Did you think that it was some- 
Teng different?” ae ee ee i 

- She said hastily, “No, monsieur—not at all.” And then | 
she swung round and called, “Maman! Come quickly; here ; 
is Monsieur Howard, from Cidoton!” | ae 

The little woman that Howard remembered came bus- 

tling out; the old man greeted her ceremoniously. Then 

- for a few minutes he stood with the children pressed close. 

round him in the little salon of the flat, trying to make 

-the two women understand his presence with them. It _ 

2 Was mot: an. easy, task, a Se a | 
The mother gave it up. : “Well, bere they are,’ ’ she said, ; 

“conten to let the why and wherefore pass “Have they 

had déjeuner? . Are they hungry?” | | 
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The childven ‘smiled shyly. Howard aid. “Madame 
mo they are always hungry. But do not derange yourself; we 


can get déjeuner in the town, perhaps?” 
© She said that that was not to be thought of. “Nicole, 
stay with Monsieur for a little, while I make arrange.: 


ments.” She bustled off into the kitchen. 


The girl turned to the old man. “Will you sit down, and 
rest a little,” 


she said. “You seem to be very tired.” She 


turned to the children. “And you too, you sit down and 


stay quiet; déjeuner will be ready before long.” 
The old man looked down at his hands, iad with 


dirt. He had not washed properly, or shaved, since leav- 


-ing Dijon. “I am desolated that I should appear so dirty,” 
he said. “Presently perhaps I could wash?” 
She smiled at him, and he found comfort in her smile. 
“Itis not easy to keep clean in times like these,” she said. 
“Tell me from the beginning, monsieur—how did you 
come to be in France at all?” | . 
He lay back in the chair. It would be better to tell her 


= the whole thing; indeed, he was aching to tell somebody, 
to talk over his position. “You must understand, mademoi- 
© selle,” he began, “that I was in great trouble early in the 
year. My only son was killed. He was in the Royal Air 


_ Force, you know. He was killed on a bombing raid.” on 
She said, “I know, monsieur. I have the deepest sym- ree 


| oe pathy for you.” z 
-He hesitated, not quite sure if he had. understood her = 





o arty. Some idiom had probably misled him. He went . 





on, “It was intolerable to stay in England. I wanted a i 
: Sange of scene, to see new faces.” | es 
He plunged into his story. He told her shou the Cava. 


_—naghs at Cidoton. He told her of Sheila's illness, of their 
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delay: at Dijon. I He told her: om the chambermaid, about a 


at Joigny. and touched 1 lightly upon the horror of the 
-Montargis road because Pierre was with them i in the room. : 
> He told her about the Royal Air Force men, and about i 
= the little Dutch boy they had found in Pithiviers. Then- 
© he sketched briefly how they had reached Chartres. 


It took about a quarter of an hour to tell, in the slow, 


measured, easy tones of an old man. In the end she turned : 
= to him in wonder. 

“So really, monsieur, none of these little ones have any- 
thing to do with you at all>” 

- “I suppose not,” he said, “if you like to look at it that 


ae 2 
way. 


= She pressed the point. “But you could have left the two 
in Dijon for their parents to fetch from Geneva? You 

-would have been able then, yourself, to have reached Eng- 

land in good time.” 

-= He smiled slowly. “I suppose so.” 


She stared at him. “We French people will never under- _ : 


= stand the English,” she said softly. And then she turned 


aside. 


- He was a little puzzled. “I beg your pardon?” oh 
_ She got to her feet. “You will wish to wash,” she said. 

"Come, I will show you. And then, I will see that the 

" little ones also wash.” | 

_ She led him to an untidy baraton i manifestly thes 
kept no servant in the flat. He looked around for a man’s 


gear, hoping for a razor, but could find none. Howard © 2 


: contented himself with a wash, resolved at the first oppor- 
tunity to see if he could get a shave. | oe 
oo Phe ‘girl took the children to a ‘bedroom, and washed. — 
| S z: oes ae 
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them one by one quite thoro ughly. Then- it was time for : 
déjeuner. By padding out the midday meal with rice, 
Madame Rougeron had produced a risotto; they sat down 
to it round the table in the salon and had the first civi- 
lized meal that Howard had eaten since Dijon. e 
_ And after lunch, sitting around the littered table over _ 
coffee, while the children played together in a corner of 
the salon, he discussed his future with them. = 
“I wanted to get back to England, of course,” he said. 
“I still want to. But at the moment it seems difficult.” 
Madame Rougeron szid, “There are no boats to Eng- 
land now, monsieur. The Germans have stopped every- 
| thing.” 
-He nodded. “I was afraid so,” he said quietly. “Te cau a 
_ have been better if I had gone back to Switzerland.” 
The girl shrugged her shoulders. “It is always easy to be 
wise later,” ne. said. “At the time, a week ago, we all 
‘thought that Switzerland would be invaded. I think so 
still. I do not think that Switzerland would bg at all a 
: good place for you to go.” , 
-= There was a silence. 5 
Madame said, “These other children, monsieur. The 
one called Pierre, and the other little Dutchman. Would : 


you have taken them to England?” 


Sheila, bored with playing on the floor, came up and 
a pulled his sleeve, distracting him. “I want to go out for a- 
walk, Monsieur Howard, may we go out kor. a -walk and see. 
T tanks?” a E 
ee -He put his arm round her a | “Not just now, "he. 
aa ‘Stay quiet for a little. We ll go out presently. T He 
turned to Madame Rougeron. “I don’t see that l can 
n leave them, unless with their relations,” he said. cT bave 
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“been thinking about this a good deal. It might be very 
~ difficult to find their relations at this time.” 

- The mother said, “That is very true.” 

Pursuing his train of thought, he said, “If I could get 
them to England, I think I’d send them over to Aen 
` until the war is over. They would be quite safe there,” 


- He explained, “My daughter, who lives in the ‘United 


States, has a big house on Long Island. She would make 


a home for them till the war ends, and then we could try as 


and find their parents.” 
The girl said, “That would be Madame Costello?” — 
He turned to her faintly. surprised. “Yes, that is her 
“married name. She has a little boy herself, about their 
age. She would be very good to them.” 
“Tam sure of that, monsieur.” | 
_ For the moment the difficulty of getting them to Eng- 
- land escaped him. He said, “It’s going to be practically im- 
_ possible to find the little Dutchman’ s parents, I'm afraid. 
< We don’t even know his name.” 
‘Beneath his arm, Sheila said, “I know his name.” a 
tu eHe stared down at her. “You do?” And then, remember- 
: ing Pierre, he said, “What do you think he’s called?” ge 
= She said, “Willem. Not William, just Willem.” 
_ Howard said, “Has he got another name?” 
“J don’t think so. Just Willem.” ; o 
-Ronnie looked up from the floor. “You are a story,” he : 
“sh said without heat. “He has got another name, Mr. How- . 
ard. He’s called Eybe.” He explained. “Just like I’m called | ; 
Ronnie Cavanagh, so he’s called Willem Eybe.” : = 
Ob ovo sad Shela: ioo n 
: Madame. raid, “But if he can't speak any French or 
English, how did you find that out?” en 
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“The dulden stared at her, uncomprehending 4 little" 


impatient of adult density. “He told us,” they oae 
Howard said, “Did he tell you anything more about 

himself?” There was a silence. “Did he say who his Daddy 

-or his Mummy were, or where he came from?” 

The children stared at him, awkward and embarrassed. 


: The old man said, “Suppose you ask him where his Daddy i a 


or ae 


is? 

Sheila said, “But we can’t understand what he says.” 
The others stayed silent. | 
Howard said, “Never mind, then.” He turned to the 


two women. ‘They'll probably know all about him in a 


day or two,” he said. ‘‘It takes a little time.” ce 
The girl nodded. “Perhaps we can find somebody who | a 


r speaks Dutch.” 


Her mother said, “That might be dangerous. It is nota 
thing to be decided lightly, that. One must think cof the | 
Germans.” my 

She turned to Howard. “So, monsieur,” she said, “it is 





-~ clear that you are in a difficulty. What is it that you want o 
“ees. to dor” a 
© He smiled slowly. “I want to get to England with these 
= children, madame,” he said. “Only that.” ee 
» . He thought for a minute. “Also,” he said gently, “I do ae 
not wish to get my friends into trouble.” He rose from _ 


his chair. “It has been most kind of you to give us dé 
© jeuner,” he said. “I am indeed sorry to have missed seeing 
oe Monsieur le Colonel. I hope very much that when E meet he 


` -again you will be reunited.” | a" ne 
_ The girl sprang up. “You must not go,’ ’ she said. “It is 








‘not possible at all, that.” She swung round on her mother, Be 
“We must devise something, mother.” | | 
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The sige onan shrugged her shoulders. “It is impos- | 
ibik, The Germans are everywhere.” mo 
The girl said, “If father were here, he would devise 

something.” | | 

_ There was a silence in the room, broken only by Ron- 

nie and Rose chanting i in a low tone their little song about 


the numerals. Faintly from the town came the air of a o 


band playing in the main square. 


Howard said, “You must not put yourselves to incon- 


venience on our account. I assure you, we can get along © 
very well.” | 
The girl said, “But, monsieur—your clothes alone—they 
~ are not in the French fashion. One would say at once that 
. you are an Englishman, to look at you.” 

He glanced down ruefully; it was very true. He had been 
~ proud of his taste in Harris tweeds, but now they were 
l oS undeniably unsuitable for the occasion. “I suppose 


Os he said. “It would be better if I got some French is 
Me oF for a start.” i 


© She said, “My father would be d. to lend you an . 

old suit, if he were here.” She turned to her mother. “The 
_ brown suit, mother.” 

< Madame shook ker head. Thes grey is better. It is less 


conspicuous. > She turned to the old man. “Sit down : 


again,” she said quietly. “Nicole is right. We must devise 


- something. Perhaps i it will be better if you stay here for ee 


- the night.” | | & 
aa HE a down again. “That would be: too much trouble — 
. for you,’ he. ‘said. “But I should be grateful for the a 
clothes.” ae | oe Eo 
Sheila came > up to him: again, fretful. “Can't t we gO out : 
| erat an | 
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-now o look at the tanks, Mr. ouad” she said in 

English, complaining, “I do want to go out.” 
-= “Presently,” he said. He turned to the two women, 
speaking in French. “They want to go out.” 
The girl got to her feet. “I will take them for a walk,” 
she said. “You stay here, and rest.” -o 

After a little demur he agreed to this; he was very a 
tired. “One thing,” he said. “Perhaps while you are out > 
-it would be possible for me to borrow an old razor”? 
© The girl led him to the bathroom and produced all 
that he needed. “Have no fear for the little ones,” she 
said. “I will not let them get into trouble.” 

He turned to her, razor in hand. “You must be very 
careful not to speak English, mademoiselle,” he said. “The 
< two English children understand and speak French very 
< well.. Sometimes they speak English, but that is danger- 
ous now. Speak to them in French all the time.” w 

She laughed up at him. “Have no fear, cher Monsieur | 
Howard,” she said. “I do not know any English. Only a 
` phrase or two.” She thought for a minute, and said care- 
fully, in English, “A little bit of what you fancy does you 
-= good.” And then, in French again, “That is what one 
says about the apéritif? a see 
_ “Yes,” he said. He stared at her, puzzled again. A 
She did not notice. “And to rebuke anybody,” she said, 2 
“you ‘tear him off a strip.’ That is all I know. of English, - 
monsieur. The children will be safe with me?” = = oo 
_ He said quietly, suddenly numb with an old pain, “Who ue 
told you those phia mademoiselle? They are n uP ; 
to date.” | ee eee | ie 
r She tunad away. “I dot not t know,” de said awkwardly. : 

. “Iti is possible that I have read themi ina book.” 5 





us He went t back with her t to “thie salon, and: helped her to a 
get the children ready to go out, and saw them off together 
down the stairs. Then he went back into the little flat; 
<- Madame had disappeared, and he resorted to the bath- 
‘room for his shave. Then in the corner of the settee in 
-the salon he fell asleep, and slept uneasily for about two 

hours. 

© The children wore him as they came back into the flat. | 
< Ronnie rushed up to him. “We saw bombers,” he said — 
ecstatically. “Real German ones, ever so big, and they _ 
-showed me the bombs and they let me go and touch 
them, too!” 

Sheila said, “I went and touched them, too!” z 
"Ronnie said, “And we saw the bombers flying, and 
taking off and landing, and going out to bomb the ships 
upon the sea! It was fun, Mr. Howard.” By 
` He said mildly, “I hope you said ‘Thank you” very 
| nicely to Mademoiselle Rougeron for taking you for such 
a lovely walk.” 

They rushed up to her. “Thank you ever so much, 
| Mademoiselle Rougeron,” they said. ee 
oo He turned to her. “You've given them a very happy 
| afternoon; ? he said. “Where did you take them to?” ee 
She said, “To the aerodrome, monsieur.” She hesitated, ae 
K “i would not have gone there if I had a . But | 
they. do not understand, the little ones.” _ o 
i “No,” he said. “It’s all great fun to them.” ’ 
He glanced at her, “Were there many. bombers ss there?” ; 
‘ ; F or seventy. More, perhaps.” me EA ee 
: And going out to bomb the ships of my country?” he | 
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| she inelined hee head. uy would not ie taken them) © os 
there,” she said again. “I did not know.” a 
© He smiled. “Well,” he said, “there’s not much we can 
do to stop them, so it’s no good worrying about it.” 
Madame appeared again; it was nearly six o'clock. She 
had made soup for the children’s supper, and she had 
= prepared a bed in her own room for the two little girls. = 
The three little boys were to sleep in a bed which she had - 
- made up on the floor of the corridor; Howard had been 
given a bedroom to himself. He thanked her for the 
‘trouble she had taken. | 
“One must first get the little ones to bed,” she said. 
“Then we will talk, and devise something.” _ | 
In an hour they were all fed, washed, and in bed, 
settling for the night. Howard sat down with the two 
- women to a supper of a thick meat broth and bread and 
cheese, with a little red wine mixed with water. He helped . 
_ them to clear the table, and accepted a curious, thin, dry, | 
black cigar from a box left by his absent host. : 
| Presently he said, “I have been thinking quietly this 
` afternoon, madame,” he said, “I do not think I shall go 
back to Switzerland. I think it would be Serter to ey and | 
get into Spain.” | o 
The woman said, “Je isa very long way to go.’ They ae 
- discussed the matter for a little time. The difficulties were a 
obvious; when he had made the journey there was no 
_ sort of guarantee that he could ever get across the 
3 frontier. at : — 
oe: girl said, “I also have bia thinking, ay in quite 
= ‘the opposite direction.” She turned to her loth ce “Jean Be 
ae Henri Guinevec,” she said, and she ran the two Christian a 
5 names together to pronounce them Jenri. i 
| o == au — 








= : Madame said å placidi, ‘Jean E Henri may have gone al a 
a a. ma petite.” | | 
Howard said, “Who is he?” 

_ . The girl said, * Fie is a fisherman, of le Condae M Fin- 
_ isterre. He has a very g good boat. He is a great friend of 
my father, monsieur.’ 


- They told him about this man. For thirty years it had =i 
a been the colonel’s habit to go to Brittany each summer. nE 
-In that he had been unusual for a Frenchman. The sparse, oe 

rocky country, the stone cottages, and the wild coast ate 


tracted him, and the strong sea winds of the Atlantic re- 


_. freshed him. Morgat, le Conquet, Brest, Douarnenez, Au- 
dierne, Concarneau—these were his haunts, the places 


that he loved to visit in the summer. He used to dress the 
part. For going in the fishing boats he had the local cos- 
tume, faded rust and rose-coloured sail cloth overalls and 
a large, floppy black Breton casque. 
7 “He used to wear the sabots, too, when we were mar- 
` ried first,” his wife said placidly. “But then when he got 
-corns upon his feet he had to give them up.” 


His wife and daughter had gone with him, every year: : 


“They had stayed in some little pension and had gone for = 


little, bored walks while the colonel went out in the boats 


F with the fisherman, or sat yarning with them in the café. 


- “It was not very gay,” the girl said. ‘ ‘One year we went : 


7 to Paris- Plage, but next year we went back to Brittany.” 


She had come to know his fishermen friends through 


s _the years. “Tenri would help us to help Monsieur How- 
ard,” she said confidently. ` “He has a fine big boat that a 
could cross easily to England. » : 


- Howard gave this serious attention. He a a tiele ; 


of the Breton fishermen; when: he had practised. as a 


ae ee mee - 





‘solicitor’ in “Exeter there ao been occasional on ‘cases i 
that involved them, cases of fishing inside the three mile 
limit. Sometimes they came into Torbay for shelter in 
bad weather. Apart from their fishing peccadilloes they 
-were popular in Devon, big, burly men with boats as big 
and burly as they were themselves, fine seamen, speaking 
a language very similar to Gaelic, that a Welshman could | 
sometimes understand. | | 

They discussed this for some time; it certainly seemed 
more hopeful than any attempt to get back through Spain. _ 
“Tt’s a long way to go,” he said a little ruefully. It was; > 
Brest is two hundred miles or so from Chartres. “Perhaps _ 
I could go by train.” He would be going away from | 
‘Paris. : 
= They discussed it in all aspects. Obviously it was im- 
possible to find out how Guinevec was placed; the only 
thing to do would be to go there and find out. “But if 
Jenri should have gone away,” the mother said, “there are 
all the others. One or other of them will help you, when 
they know that you are friendly with my husband.” She 


- spoke with simple faith. 


= The girl confirmed this. “One or other of them will 
oe help.” | ve 
~- The old man said presently, “It really i: is most kind of ; 
= you to suggest this. If you would give me a few addresses, 
= then—I would go to-morrow, with the children.” He hesi- 

tated. “It will be better to go soon,” he said. “Later, the 
< Germans may become more vigilant.” _ 

That we can do,” said Madame. eu 
k Presently, as it was getting late, she got up ‘and: went ; 
. out of the room. After a few minutes the girl followed 
“her; from the salon Howard could hear the mutter of 
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: their's voices in the kitchen; talking i in low tones. He could = 
not hear what they were saying, nor did he try. He was 
deeply grateful for the help and the encouragement that 
he had had from them. Since he had parted from the two 
~ Air Force men he had rather lost heart; now he felt again 
that there was a good prospect that he would get through 
_ to England. True, he had still to get to Brittany. That 
might be difficult in itself; he had no papers of identifica- 
tion other than a British passport, and none of the chil- 
dren had anything at all. If he were stopped and ques- __ 
tioned by the Germans the game would be up, but so far 
he had not been stopped. So long as nobody became sus- 
picious of him, he might be all right. 

Nicole came back alone from the kitchen. “Maman has 
gone to bed,” she said. “She gets up so early in the 
=- morning. She has asked me to wish you a very good night, 
on her behalf.” 
| He said something conventionally polite. “I think I _ 
should be better in bed, myself,” he said. “These last days oe 

have been tiring for a man as old as I am.’ i 

She said, “I know, monsieur.” She hesitated, and then 
© said a little awkwardly, “I have been talking with my 

=- mother. We both think that it would be better that I 
should come with you to Brittany, Monsieur Howard.” __ 
_ There was a momentary silence; the old man was taken 
by surprise. “That is a very kind offer,” he said. “Most 
i: generous of you, mademoiselle. But I do not think To. 
~~ should accept it”) Soe Bagh eee 
He smiled at her. “You must understand,” he said, “y 5: 
may get into trouble with the Germans. I should not like 
to think that I had involved you in my difficulties.” 
She said, “I i noueee you might feel that, monsieur. But 
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-I assure you, i have discussed the matter wid maman, 
and it is better that I should go with you. It is quite 
< decided.” 
= He said, “I cannot deny that you would bean enormous 
-help to me, mademoiselle. But one does not decide a point 


-Hke that all in one momat One weighs it carefully, an qe 
~ one sleeps upon i 


= It was growing dusk. In the half light of the salon it 
‘seemed to him that her eyes were very bright, and that 
she was blinking a little. “Do not refuse me, Monsieur 
_ Howard,” she said at last. “I want so very much to help 
“= You.” | 
© He was touched. “I was only thinking of your safety, 
- mademoiselle,” he said gently. “You have done a very 
-great deal for me already. Why should you do any more?” | 
© She said, “Because of our old friendship.” Su 
< He made one last effort to dissuade her. “But, mademoi- i 
selle,” he said, “that friendship which I value was never 
_ more than a slight thing—a mere hotel acquaintance. You _ 
-have already done more for me than I could have hoped 
© She said, “Perhaps you did not know, monsieur. Your 
son andI... John... we were good friends.” There 
< was an awkward pause. es ee nN 
“So it is quite decided,” she said, turning away. “We” 
ae are quite of one mind, my mother and I. Now, monsieur, 
a will show you your room.’ 
TE She took him down the corridor and showed him the 
“room. Her mother had been before her, and had laid out 
upon the bed a long, linen nightgown, the slumberwear | 
_of Monsieur le Colonel. On the dressing-table she had put 
his cut-throat razor, and a strop, and his  muchsqueezed 





| tube ai shaving paste, and a bottle of scent ale F leurs | 
des Alpes. ! 
The girl looked round. “I think that there is every- 
thing you will want,” she said. “If there is anything we 
have forgotten, I am close by. You will call?” 
He said, “Mademoiselle, I shall be most comfortable.” 
“In the morning,” she said, “do not hurry. There are | 
arrangements to be made before we can start for Brittany, 
cand one must make enquiries—on the quiet, you will — 
understand, monsieur. That we can best do alone, my 
mother and I. So it will be better 1i you stay in bed, and 
rest.” 
_ He said, “Oh, but there are the children. I shall have 
- to see to them.” | 
She smiled, “In England, do the men look after chil- 
-dren when there are two women in the house?” 
© “Er—well,” he said. “I mean, I didn’t want to bother 
you with them.” 
She smiled again. “Stay in bed,” she said, “I will bring a 
| “coffee to you at about eight o’clock. ney 
_ She went out and closed the door behind her; he me 
‘mained for a time staring thoughtfully after her. She was, 
he thought, a very pectliar young woman. He could not _ 
understand her at all. At Cidoton, as he remembered her, 
ky she had been an athletic young creature, very shy and os 
-reserved as most middle class French girls are. He re- 
 — membered her chiefly for the incongruity of her close- 
-~ curled, carefully tended head, her daintily trimmed eye- 
brows and her carefully manicured hands, in contrast 
-= with the terrific speed with which she took the steepest 
slopes. when sliding on a pair of skis. John, who himself 
was a . fine skier, had told his father that he had his work ; 


































cut out to e ahead of E upon 4 a run. She took things” 

straight that he made traverse upon and never seemed 

to come to any harm. But she had a poor eye for ground, 

and frequently ran slowly on a piece of fat while he went 
sailing on ahead of her. 





That was, literally, about all the old man could remem- o 
ber of her. He turned from the door, and began slowly to 


undress. She had changed very much, it seemed to him. It 


_ had been nice of her to tell him in her queer, French way : | a 
= that she had been good friends with John; his heart 


warmed to her for that. Both she and her mother were 


being infinitely kind to him, and this proposal that Nicole _ 
should come with him to Brittany was so kind as to verge 


-on the quixotic. He could not refuse the offer; already he 
~ had come near to giving pain by doing so. He would not 
press a refusal any more; to have her help might make the f 
whole difference to his success in getting the children to- 
England. 7 

He put on the long nightgown and got into bed; the 


_ soft mattress and the smooth sheets were infinitely sooth- 


K ing after two nights spent in hay lofts. He had not slept : 


3 properly in a bed since leaving Cidoton. 8 
She had changed very much, that girl. She still had the: 



















: : carefully tended curly head; the trimmed eyebrows and me 


the manicured hands were just the same. But her whole 


oS expression was different. She looked ten years older; the “oe 








_ dark shadows beneath her eyes matched the black scarf o 
oC she wore about her neck. Quite suddenly the thought r 
a came into his mind that she looked like a widow. She was 
ora young, unmarried girl, but that was what she reminded 


an of, a Young widow. He wondered if she nae lost. a 
i = e = 7 : | 
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= fiance in he war. “He must ask her ‘mother, delicately: e 


before he left the flat; it would be as well to know in order 
that he might avoid any topic that was painful to her. 
With all that, she seemed very odd to him. He did not 


ao understand her at all. But presently the tired limbs Yee 
laxed, his active mind moved more slowly, md hedrited 


into sleep. 


He slept all through the night, an unusual feat for à = te 


man of his age. He was still sleeping when she came in 


with his coffee and rolls on a tray at about a quarter past 
eight. He woke easily and sat up in bed, and thanked her. 


She was fully dressed. Beyond her, in the corridor, the 


children stood, dressed and washed, peeping in at the _ 


-© door. Pierre ventured in a little way. 
“Good morning, Pierre,” said the old man gravely. The 
little boy placed his hand upon his stomach and bowed to 
him from the waist. ‘ ‘Bonjour, M’sieur Howard.” — 
-© The girl laughed, and ran her hand through his hair. | 
“It is a little boy bien élevé, this one,” she said. “Not like o 
; ar other ones that you have collected.” ee 
_ He said a little anxiously, “I do hope that they have not a 
been a trouble to you, mademoiselle.” | 
She said, “Children will never trouble me, monsieur.’ 
He thought again, a very odd young woman with a very og 


pe odd way of expressing herself. 


_ She told him that her mother was already out marketing: — 


in the town, and making certain enquiries. “She would be = 


back in half an hour or $0; then they would make their s 


a „plans. 


= The girl proushe hima the grey suit a her ‘father? s 
rather worn and shabby, with a pair of old brown canvas 


a 
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aloes a “horrible vala shirt, a celluloid colias rather el: 
low with age, and an unpleasant tie. “These clothes are 
not very chic,” she said apologetically. “But it will be bet- 
ter for you to wear them, Monsieur Howard, because then 
you will appear like one of the little bourgeoisie. I assure 
__ you, we will keep your own clothes for you very: carefully. et 
| My mother will put them in the cedar chest with the blan- T 
: kets, because of the moths, you understand.” . 
‘Three quarters of an hour later he was up and dressed, 
| ‘and standing in the salon while the girl viewed him criti- 
cally. “You should not have shaved again so soon,” she 
said. “It makes the wrong effect, that.” 
_ He said that he was sorry. Then he took note of her ap- 
_ pearance. “You have made yourself look shabby to come 
with me, mademoiselle,” he said. “That is a very kind 
-thing to have done.” 
-She said, “Marie, the servant, lent me this dress.” 4 
_ She wore a very plain black dress to her ankles, without 
_ adornment of any kind. Upon her feet she wore low- i 
| P clumsy shoes and coarse black stockings. 
-~ Madame Rougeron came in, and put dow her basket 
: E on the table in the salon. “There is a train for Rennes at | 
- noon,” she said unemotionally. “There is a German sol- 
- dier at the guichet who asks why you must travel, but they 
do not look at papers. They are very courteous and cor- : 
‘ ects She paused. “But there is another thing.”  — 
She took from the pocket of her gown a folded handbill: i 
“ A German soldier left this paper with the concierge this | 
morning. There was one for each apartment. aa 


: i Phey: spread it tout oe the table. It was in F rench, and z 
it Tead, 





CITIZENS OF THE REPUBLIC! 


‘The treacherous English, who have forced this unnecessary 
war upon us, have been driven in disorderly flight from our | 
country. Now is the time to rise, and root out these plutocratic _ 
warmongers wherever they may be hiding, before they have 
time to plot fresh trouble for France. 


These scoundrels who are roaming the country and living - r 


in secret in our homes like desing parasites, will commit — 


acts of sabotage and espionage and make trouble for all of us 
with the Germans, who are only anxious to build up a peace- ) 


ful régime in our country. If these cowardly fugitives should — 
commit such acts, the Germans will keep our fathers, our _ 
husbands, and our sons in long captivity. Help to bring back ~ 
your men by driving out these pests! Be 
< Itis your duty if you know of an Englishman in hiding to | 
~ tell the gendarmerie, or tell the nearest German soldier. This 
is a simple thing that any one can do, which will bring peace 
and freedom to our beloved land. 
Severe penalties await those who shield these rats, 


VIVE LA FRANCE! 


r sowa read it through quietly twice. Then he said, qe" 
seems that I am one of the rats, madame. After this, I~ 
think it would be better that I should go alone, with the 
pos children.” | : i Tan 
She said. that it was not to be thought of. ‘And then she 5 
said Nicole would never agree. E a 
; The girl said, “T hati is very true. It would be impossible | , 
for you to go alone, as things are now. I do not think you : 
would get very far before the Germans found that you” 
- were not a Frenchman, even in those clothes.” ‘She flipped 
: the paper with disgust. ' ‘This is a German thing, ” she said. 
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Von must not hak that French a people talk like this, : 
Monsieur Howard.” 
“It is very nearly the truth,” He said ruefully. 
“Tt is an enormous lie,” she said. 
_ She went out of the room. The old man, grasping the 
Opportunity, turned to her mother. “Your daughter has 


changed greatly since we were at Cidoton, madame,” he 


said, 

‘The woman once at him. “She has suffered a great 
deal, monsieur.’ 

He said, “I am most sorry to hear that. If you could tell 
me something about it—perhaps I could avoid hurting her 
in conversation.” 

She stared at him. “You do not know, then?” 

“How should I know anything about her trouble, 
madame?” he said gently. “It is something that has hap- 
pened since we met at Cidoton.” | 

She hesitated for a minute. Then she said, “She was in 


love with a young man. We did not arrange the affair, and 


she tells me nothing.” eee 
‘All young people are like that,” he said quietly. “My 

son was the same. The young man is a prisoner in German 

: hands, perhaps?” 

Madame said, “No, monsieur. He is dead.” Bo 

Nicole came bustling into the room, a little fibre case 


, -in her hand. “This we will carry in your perambulator,” 


be she said. “Now, monsieur, I am ready to go.’ 
<- There was no time for any more conversation with 
Madame Rougeron, but Howard felt he had the gist of it; 
- indeed, it was just what he had expected. It was hard on. 
the girl, terribly hard; perhaps this journey, dangerous ` 
| though, it might be, would not be altogether a bad thing : 
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for her. It might distract her mind, serve as an anodyne. aE, 
There was a great bustle of getting under way. They all 
went downstairs; Madame Rougeron had many bundles 


of food which they put in the perambulator. The children 
clustered round them and impeded them. 


Ronnie said, “Will we be going where there are tanks, 
Mr. Howard?” He spoke in English. “You said that I might 
go with the Germans for a ride.” Ae 

Howard said in French, “Not to-day. Try and ‘talk a 
French while Mademoiselle Rougeron is with us, Ronnie; _ 
it is not very nice to say what other people cannot under- — 
stand.” | es 

Rose said, “That is very true, m’sieur. Often I have told _ 

Ronnie that it was not polite to speak in English.” | 

Madame Rougeron said to her daughter in a low tone, 
“It is clever, that.” The girl nodded. 

Pierre said suddenly, “I do not speak English, M’sieur.” 

“No, Pierre,” the old man said. “You are always po- 
lite.” P Eoia 
© Sheila said, “Is Willem polite, too?” She spoke in 

French. o 
= Nicole said, “All of you are polite, all très bien élevés. 
Now we are quite ready,” She turned and kissed. her- 
mother. | a 

“Do not fret,” she said gently. “Five days—perhaps a - 

week, and I will be home again. Be happy for me, a 
maman.” | E E 

The old woman stood trembling, $ suddenly” aged: 
“Prenez bien garde,” she said tremulously. “These Ger- 
_ mans—they ; are wicked, cruel people.” — oe 

The gn said gently, “Be tranquil. I shall come to no 
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“harmi.” She tur nee to Hovard. “En route, done, Monsieur 
Howard,” she said. “It is time for us to go.’ 

They left the apartment and started down the street, 
Howard pushing ne loaded pram and Nicole shepherding 
the children. She had produced a rather shabby black 
p Homburg hat for the old man, and this with his grey suit 
„and brown canvas shoes made him look very French. They. 
-went slowly for the sake of the children; the girl strolled. 
“beside him with a shawl over her shoulders. 

_ Presently she said, “Give me the pram, monsieur. That 
is more ung for a woman to push, in the class that we 
> represent.” 

_ He surrendered it to her; they must play up to their 
E disguise. “When we come to the station,” she said, “say 
nothing at all. I will do all the talking. Do you think yo'1 
could behave as a much older man? As one who coulu 
: Pavdly talk at all?” 

-He said, “I would do my best. You want me to behave 
as a very old man indeed?” 

<o She nodded. “We have come from Arras,” she ad: a 
| “y ou are my uncle, you understand? Our house in Arras 
_was destroyed by the British. You have a brother, my other 

: uncle, who lives in Landerneau.” | 

“Landerneau,” he said. “Where i 1S that, mademoiselle?” 
She said, “It is a little country town twenty kilometres 
this side of Brest, monsieur. If we can get there we can Se 
then walk to the coast. And it is inland, forty kilometres 
from the sea. I think they may allow us to go there, when — 


it would be e for us to travel a to S 





‘she al qnietly. “rg any c one > asks you anything y be very 
stupid.” ae OO Fag 

The approach to the station was crowded with German Ms 
transport lorries; German officers and soldiers thronged 
around. It was clear that a considerable detachment of 


troops had just arrived by train; apart from them the sta- a 


-tion was crowded with refugees. Nicole pushed the pram 
through into the booking hall, followed by Howard and 

the children. The old man, mindful of his part, walked es 
with a shambling tread; his mouth hung open a little, and a 
| his head shook rhythmically. 


Nicole shot a glance at him. “It is good, that,” she said. 


- “Be careful you do not forget your rôle.” 


She left the pram with him and pressed forward to the 
_ booking office. A German Feldwebel, smart and efficient in 
his grey-green uniform, stopped her and asked a question. 
© Howard, peering through the throng with sagging head 
` and half-closed eyes, saw her launch out in to a long, ram- 
bling peasant explanation. A 
She motioned towards him and the children. The Feld- 
webel glanced over them, shabby and inoffensive, their 
-only ue egage in an ancient pram. Then he cut short the 
current of her talk and motioned her to the booking office. 
‘Another woman claimed his attention. a 
-Nicole came back to Howard and the children with the 
we: tickets. ‘Only as far as Rennes,” she said, in coarse e paent 
tones. “That is as far as this train goes.” =ž— a 
The old man said “Eh?” and wagged his sagging head. 
She shouted in his ear, “Only to Rennes.” 
8 He mumbled thickly, “We do: not want to. gO to 
| Rennes.” SS ee a ee 
She made a gesture of irritation, and pushed him ahead 





a ol es to 5 the Barrier: A Cani odi stood b the ticket | s 
| puncher; the old man checked and turned back to the girl 
in senile bewilderment. She said something cross, and 
pushed him through. 
Then she apologized to the ticket puncher. “He is my 


-~ uncle,” she said. “He is a good old man, but he is more 


-trouble to me than all these children.” 
The man said, “Rennes. On the right,” and passed them 
through. The German stared at them indifferently; one 
set of refugees was very like another. So they passed 
_ through onto the platform, “and climbed into a very old 
~ compartment with hard wooden seats. 
_ Ronnie said, “Is this the train we’re going to sleep in, 
-M’sieur Howard?” He spoke in French, however. . 
Howard said, “Not to-night. We shan’t be in this train 
for very long.’ 3 
ut he was wrong. 
From Chartres to Rennes is about two hundred and 
sixty kilometres; it took them six hours. In the hot sum- 
mer afternoon the train stopped at every station, and 
- many times between. The body of the train was full of | 
-German soldiers travelling to the west; three coaches at 
-the end were reserved for French civilians and they trav- _ 
-elled in one of these. Sometimes the compartment was 
-shared with other travellers for a few stations, but no one -~ 
o Por with them continuously. i 
_ It was an anxious journey, full of fears and subterfuges. ‘ 
"When there were other people with them in the carriage 
the old man lapsed into senility, and Nicole would ee 


-plain their story once again, how they were travelling to, 


Landerneau from their house in Arras, which had been z 
destroyed by. the British. At first there was difficult T with 
o s alee | 











































‘the children, sic were <bya no means ; inclined to T sup- see 
port to what they rightly knew to be a pack of lies. Each 
time the story was retold Nicole and Howard felt a knife 
edge of suspense, their attention split between the listener 
and the necessity of preventing the children from break- 
ing into the conversation. Presently the children lost in- 
‘terest, and became absorbed in running up and down the ~ 
corridor, playing “My great aunt lives in Tours” with all 
its animal repetitions, and looking out of the window. In 
any event, the peasants and small shopkeepers who trav- 
elled with them were too anxious to start talking and to | 
tell the story of their own troubles to have room for much eee 
suspicion in their minds. | oe 
At the long last, when the fierce heat of the day was dy- K 
ing down, they pulled into Rennes. There the train © 
stopped and every one got out; the German soldiers fell in 
in two ranks in orderly array upon the platform and were 
marched away, leaving a fatigue party to load their kits — 
on to a lorry. There was a German officer by the ticket col- — 
© lector. Howard put on his most senile air, and Nicole went 
— -straight up to the collector to consult him about trains to | 
- Landerneau. o 
>o Through half-closed eyes Howard watched her, the chil. a 
dren clustered round him, dirty and fretful from their 
journey. He waited in an agony of apprehension; at any _ 
- moment the officer might ask for papers. Then it would — 
all be over. But finally he gave her a little Par poar a $ 
sorag ged his shoulders, and dismissed her. a 
_ She came back to Howard. ‘Mother of God!” she said : 
crossly and rather loudly. “Where i is now the pram? Do Le 
_ have to do everything?” | ‘ 
a Ehe oe was still 3 in the baggage car. The old | man 


os eB | 








shambled towards it, but she pushed him aside and got. 
into the car, and pulled it down on to the ground herself. 
Then, in a little confused huddle she shepherded them to 
the barrier. 
-< “It is not five children that I have,” she said bitterly to- 
the ticket collector. ‘It is six.” The man laughed, and the 
German officer smiled faintly. So they passed out into the 
“town of Rennes. | i 
© She said quietly to him as they walked along, “You are 
-not angry, Monsieur Howard? It is better diat I should 
pretend that I am cross. It is more natural so.’ 
He said, “My dear, you have done wonderfully well.” 
_ She said, ““Well, we have got half way without suspicion. 
To-morrow, at eight in the morning, a train leaves for 
“Brest. We can go on that as far as Landerneau.” 
= She told him that the German officer had given them 
permission to go there. She produced the ticket he had 
-given to her. “We must sleep to-night in the refugee hos- 
tel,” she said. “This ticket admits us. It will be better to 
i there, m’sieur, like all the others.” 
- He agreed. “Where is it?” he enquired, T 
< “In the Cinema du Monde,” she said. “I have never 
slept í in a cinema before.” 
_. He said, “Mademoiselle, I am deeply sorry that my diff- 
‘enlties should make you do so now.” “ee 
` She smiled. “Ne vous en faites pas,” she said. “Perhaps” 
as it is under German management it will be clean. We 
French are not so good at things like that. 2? a 
They gave up their cards at the entrance, pushed their a 
pram inside, and looked around. The seats had àll been 
removed, and around the walls were palliasses stacked, 
led with old straw. There were not many people i in the z 





place; “with a growing restrictions upon movements as 
the Germans took over control the tide of refugees was 
less than it had been. An old French woman issued them 
with a palliasse and a blanket each and showed them a cor- 
ner where they could make a little camp apart from the 
others. “The little ones will sleep quiet there,” she said. 
_ There was an issue of free soup at a table at the end of 
the hall, dispensed by a German cook who showed a fixed, co 
beaming smile of professional good humour. a 
An hour later, the children were laid down to ‘rest. 
Howard did not dare to leave them, and sat with his back 
against the wall, tired to death but not yet ready for sleep. 
Nicole went out and came back presently wie a packet of 
Caporal cigarettes. “I bought these for you,” she said. “I 
-did not dare to get your Pyes: it would not be sale, 
pi that.” 
He was not a great smoker, but touched by her kindness 
he took one gratefully. She poured him out a little brandy 
in a mug and fetched a little water from the drinking 
© fountain for him; the drink refreshed him and the ciga- 
‘rette was a comfort. She came and sat beside him, leaning 
up against the wall. | a 
For a time they talked in low tones of their journey, 
about her plans for the next day. Then, fearing to be over- 


§ heard, he changed the subject, and asked: about. her father. | 


She had little more to tell him than he already knew. E 
Her father had been commandant of a fort in the Maginot 


Line not very far from Metz; Bey had heard nothing of | 
; him since May. : , : 


| “The old man said, ey. am very, very sorry, ‘mademoi- 
selle.” He paused, and then he said, “Tt know what that 





-= sort of anxiety means . . . very well. It blackens every- 
thing, for a long time afterwards.” — E o 
< She said quietly, “Yes. Day after day you wait, and wait. 
And then the letter comes, or it may be the telegram, and- 
= you are afraid to open it to see what it says.” She was silent 
¿for a minute. “And then at last you do open it.” 
© He nodded. He felt very close to her; they had shared 
_ the same experience. He had waited and waited just like 
-that when John had been missing. For three days he had 
waited; then the telegram had come. It became clear to 
- him that she had been through the same trouble; indeed, 
her mother had told him that she had. He was immensely 
< sorry for her. | 
© Quite suddenly, he felt that he would like to talk to her 
_ about John. He had not been able to talk about his son 
to anybody, not since it happened. He had feared sym- 
=- pathy, and had shunned intrusion. But this girl Nicole- 
_ had known John. They had been skiing companions— 
friends, she had said. 
__. He blew out a long cloud of smoke. “TI lost my son, you | 
know,” he said with difficulty, staring straight ahead of 
_ him. “He was killed flying—he was a Squadron Leader, in 
_ our Royal Air Force. He was shot down by three Messer. Be 
- schmitts on his way back from a bombing raid. Over Heli. 
- goland.” AT 
_ There was a pause. | | 
_ She turned towards him. “I know that,” she said gently. 
_ “They wrote to me from the Squadron.” a 





























od HE cinema was half full of people, moving about and 
laying down their palliasses for the night. The air was full 
of the fumes of the cooking stove at the far end, and the ~ 
smoke of French cigarettes; in the dim light it seemed 
thick and heavy. oe 
Howard glanced towards the girl. “You knew my son 
as well as that, mademoiselle?” he said. “I did not know.” 
In turn, she felt the urge to talk. “We used to write,” 
she said. She went on quickly, “Ever since Cidoton we 
used to write, almost each week. And we met once, in | 
Paris—just before the war. In June, that was.” She paused, oe 
and then said quietly, “Almost a year ago to-day.” ee 
= The old man said, “My dear, I never knew anything 
about this at all.” 

“No,” she said. “Nor did I tell my parents.” nien 
There was a silence while he tried to collect his thoughts as 
and readjust his outlook. “You said they wrote to you,” heri 
said at last. “But how did they know your address?” = 
She shrugged her shoulders. “He would have made ar- 
rangements,” she said. “He was very kind, monsieur, very. : 
very kind. And we were great friends. . 2") 0 
‘He said quietly, “You must have thought me very d 
ferent, mademoiselle. Very rude. Put I assure you, I knew 
; nothing about this. e at aal” : 














There was a little pause. 

“May I ask one question?” he said presently. 

“But yes, Monsieur Howard.” 

He stared ahead of him awkwardly. “Your mother told 

me that you had had trouble,” he said. “That there had 
been a young man—who was dead. No doubt, that was 


' soimebody else?” i 
“There was nobody else,” she said quietly. “N obody but 


Joba” 

_ She shook herself and sat up. ‘‘See,” she said, “one must 
oput down a palliasse, or there will be no room left by the 
wall.” She got to her feet, and stirred him, and began to 
pull down one of the sacks of straw from the pile. He 2 
joined her, reluctant and confused, and for a quarter of | 
-ań hour they worked, making their beds. 
“There,” she said at last, standing back to survey their 

~ work, “It is the best that can be done.” She eyed him diffi- 
dently. “Will it be possible for you to sleep so, Monsieur — 
Howard?” 

- He said, “My dear, of course it will.” 

_ She laughed shortly. ‘Then, let us try.” 

_ Over the palliasses he stood looking at her, blanket in 
"hand. “May I ask one more Se 

_ She faced him, “Yes, monsieur.” 

“You have been very g good to me,” he said quietly. “I 
“think I understand now. That was because of John?” = 

© There was a long silence. She stood looking out across 

the room, motionless. ‘ “No, ” she said at last. “That was be- 

cause of the children.” ao | i 
He ‘said nothing, n not quite understanding what she a 
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“One loses faith,” she said quietly. “One ee that | 
“everything i is false, and bad.’ 
He glanced at her, puzzled. 


“I did not think there could be any one so kind and 


brave as John,” she said. “But I was wrong, monsieur. 


There was another one. There was his father.” o 
She turned away. “So,” she said, “we must sleep.” She 
oe spoke practically, almost coldly; it seemed to the old man | 
that she had set up a barrier between them. He did not re oh : 
sent that; he understood the reason for her curtness. She 
did not want to be questioned ay more, She did not want 
to talk. | K 
oo He lay down on the palliasse, shifted the rough, straw- a 
filled pillow, and pulled the blanket round him. The girl 
- settled down upon her own bed on the other side of the 

© children. 
. Howard lay awake, his mind in a tumult. He felt that 
he had known that there had been something between this 
girl and John, yet that knowledge had not reached the sur- 
-face of his mind. But looking back, there had been little 
hints all the time that he had been with them in the flat. 
Indeed, she had used John’s very words about a cocktail 
when she had said in English that, “A little bit of what | 


= -you fancy does you good.” Thinking back, he remembered i 


the little twinge of pain that he had suffered when she had | 
said that, and yet he had not realized. 
- How close had their friendship been, then? They had 
written freely to each other; on top of that it seemed that 
they had met in Paris just before the war. No breath of 
_ that had reached him previously. But: thinking back, bu 
could remember now that there had been a space of tw 
week-ends i in a when he Hant seen 2 nothing of the boy: 





| he bad Samed that agua we the squadron had pre- | 


vented him from coming over to see him, or even from _ 


‘ringing up. Was that the time? It must have been. 
© His mind turned to Nicole. He had thought her a very 

~ odd young woman previously; he did not think of her in | 
- quite the same way now. Dimly he began to realize a little | 


Sof her difficulties with regard to John, and to himself. It 


seemed that she had told her mother little about John; she 
had nursed her grief in silence, dumb and inarticulate. 
_ Then he had turned up, quite suddenly, at the door one 
- day. To her secret grief he added an acute embarrassment. 
- He turned over again. He must let her alone, let her 
talk if she wanted to, be silent if she chose. If he did that, 
perhaps she would open out as time went on. It had been 
_ of her own volition she had told him about John. 
= He lay awake for several hours, turning these matters 
over in his mind. Presently, after a long time, he slept. 
_- He woke in the middle of the night, to the sound of 
sailing. He opened his eyes; the wailing came from one 
_ of the children. He sat up, but Nicole was before him; by _ 
= the time he was fully awake she was out of her bed, 
ctouching down by a red-faced, mournful little boy sitting 
ve and crying bitterly. 
It was Willem, crying as if his heart was going to break. 
$ “The girl put her arm round him and spoke to him in soft, 
_ baby French. The old man rolled out of his pines ie got 
P stiffly, and moved over to them. 

o “What is it?” he enquired. “What is the matter?” 
The girl said, “I think he has had a nightmare—that is 
all. Presently he will sleep again.” She turned g to 
comfort him.” 

Howard felt singularly helpless. His way with the chil 
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- dren. had been to talk: to eae to treat hen as equals, os 
That simply did not work at all unless you knew the lan- 
guage, and he knew no word of any language that this _ 
little Dutch boy spoke. Left to himself he might have : 
taken him upon his knee and talked to him as man to...” : 


man; he could never have soothed him as this girl was) 


soothing him. 


He knelt down clumsily beside them. “Do you think he. 
is unwell?” he asked. “He has porneps eaten something 
that upset him?” th 

_ She shook her head; already the sobs were dying down, eee 
“Ido not think so,” she said softly. “Last night he did this, 
twice. It is bad dreams, I think. Only bad dreams.” 

The old man’s mind drifted back to the unpleasant 
town of Pithiviers; it would be natural, he thought, for 
bad dreams to haunt the child. 

He wrinkled his forehead. “You say that he did this 
twice last night, mademoiselle?” he said. “I did not know,” 

She said, “You were tired, and sleeping very well. Be 
sides your door was shut. I went to him, but each time he : 
very soon went to sleep again.” She bent over him. “Hei is 3 
almost asleep again now,” she said softly. a e 

There was a long, long silence. The old man aa ne 
around; the long lopni floor was lit by one dim blue — 
light over the ene Dark forms lay huddled upon pal- 
- Hasses here and there; two or three snorers disturbed the 
_ room; the air was thick and hot. From sleeping in hiss 
: clothes he felt sticky and dirty. The pleasant, easy life that 
-he had known in England seemed infinitely far away. This i 


was his real life. He was a refugee, sleeping upon straw in 


5 a disused cinema with a German Sentry: at the door, his : 
yee Tag 





_tompanion a French girl, a pack. of fore ign children in his 
care. And he was tired, tired, dead tired. oe a8 

‘The girl raised her head. She said very softly, “He is 
ie lly asleep, this one. In a minute I will lay him 
down.” She paused, and then she said, “Go back to bed, 
~ Monsieur Howard. I shall not be long.” OS 

He shook his head, and stayed there watching her. Pres- 
ently the little boy was sound asleep; she laid him gently 
down upon his pillow and pulled the blanket round him. 
Then she got up. “Now,” she said quietly, “one can sleep. 
again, until.next time.” 
He said, “Good night, Nicole.” 

She said, “Good night. Do not get up if he should wake 
again. He is no trouble.” | 

He did not wake again in the two or three hours that 
was left of the night. By six o’clock the place was all astir; 
there was no chance of any further sleep. Howard got up 
and straightened out his clothes as well as he could; he 
feu dirty and unshaven. | 
<The girl got the children up and, with Howard, helped ee 
= them to dress. She, too, was feeling dirty and unkempt; her 
-curly hair was draggled, and she had a headache. She 
s would have given a great deal for a bath. But there was no 
-bath in the place, nor even anywhere to wash. ee 
Ronnie said, “I don’t like this le May we sleep i in a | 
farm to-morrow?” | 

Rose said, “He means tonight, m’sieur. He talks : a great 
deal of nonsense, that one.” ae eee 

- Howard said, “I'm not quite sure where we shall sleep 
tonight. We ll see when the time comes.” 


- Sheila, wriggling her shoulders in i Liberty belies 
sai, an do itch? foe 





i © There was nothing to be done about that. To distract 
<- her mind Howard led her off with the other children to _ 
the end of the hall where the German cook was dispensing 

mugs of coffee. With each mug went a large, unattractive 
_ hunk of bread. Howard left the children at a trestle table, 
~ and went to draw their bread and coffee. Doa gaea 
-= Nicole joined them as he brought it to the table and 
_ they all had breakfast together. The bread was hard and 
__ tasteless and the coffee bitter, acid stuff with little milk, 
© The children did not like it, and were querulous; it a 
_ needed all the tact of the old man and the girl to prevent 
_ their grumbles calling the attention of the German cook, i 
_ There was some chocolate left of the provision he had 
brought upon the road from Joigny; he shared this out 
among them, and this made a little relish to the meal. 
Presently they left the Cinema du Monde and, pushing 
the pram before them, made their way towards the railway — 
- station. The town was full of Germans parading down the 
_ streets, Germans driving lorries, Germans lounging at the _ 
< doors of billets, Germans in the shops. They tried to get 
- chocolate for the children at several shops but the soldiers 
-had swept the. town clean of sweets of every kind, They 
_ bought a couple of long rolls of bread and a brown sausage 
bes of doubtful origin as provision for their journey, Fruit a 
_ was unobtainable, but they bought some lettuce. 
At the railway station they passed the barrier without _ 
_ difficulty, surrendering their billeting pass to the German : 
_ Officer. They put the pram into the baggage waggon on the | 
_ train for Brest, and climbed up into a third-class carriage. 
_ It was only when the train was well upon the way that 
Howard discovered that la petite Rose was nursing a very 


dirty black and white kitten. 
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“Nicole + was at first inclined to be sharp with her. “We 
‘do not want a little cat,” she said to Rose. “No, truly we | 
do not want that cat or any other cat. You must put him 
out at the next station.” | 
< The corners of the little girl’ s mouth drooped, and she 
clutched the kitten tighter. “Howard said, “I wouldn’t do 
that. He might get lost.” ‘ 
Ronnie said, “She might get lost, Mr. Howard. Rose 
Says it’s a lady cat. How do you know it’s a lady cat, Rose?” 
Nicole expostulated, “But, Monsieur Howard, the little. 
cat belongs to somebody else. It is not our cat, that one.” 

He said placidly, “It’s our cat now.” 

She opened her mouth to say something impetuous, 
thought better of it, and said nothing. Howard said, “It is- 
a very little thing, mademoiselle. It won’t add to our diffi- 
culties, but it will give them a good deal of pleasure.” 

Indeed, what he said was perfectly correct. The children | 
were clustered round intent upon the kitten, which was 
washing its face upon Rose’s lap. Willem turned to Nicole, 
© beaming, and said something unintelligible to her. Then 
he turned back, watching the kitten again, entranced. 
_ Nicole said in a resigned tone, “As you wish. In Eng- s 
land, does one pick up cats and take them away like that?” 4 
He smiled, “No, mademoiselle,” he said. “In England — 


only the kind of person who sleeps on straw mattresses in 


cinemas does that sort of thing. The ae lowest ne 
a als | . | 
- She laughed. “Thieves and vagabonds,” ‘she said. “Yes, 5 
m is true.” 

She turned to Rose. “Whati is her name?” she asked. 

- The little gir} said, “Jo-jo? i ae 
The children clustered round, ig the kitten byi it 





new: name, trying t o make it answer. The kitten sat n a 
moved, washing its face with a tiny paw. Nicole looked at 
it for a few moments. 


Then she said, “It is like the lions in the Zoo de Vin- 
cennes. They also do like that.” | 
_ Howard had never been to the Paks zoo. He said, “Have . 
they many lions and tigers there?” ; 
_ She shrugged her shoulders. “They have some. I do not 


¿know how many—I have only been there once.” And then, ee 


‘to his surprise, she looked up at him with laughter in her ] 
eyes. “I went there with John,” she said. “Naturally, one ~ 
would not remember how many lions and tigers there 
were in the zoo.’ 
He was startled; then he smiled a little to himself. “Nat. , 
_ urally,” he said drily. “But did you never go there as a 
child?” 
_ She shook her head. “One does not go to see these places 
- except when one is showing the sights of Paris to a friend, 
= you understand,” she said. “That was the reason that John 
-came to Paris, because he had never seen Paris. And I said — 
' that I would show him Paris. That was how it was.” : 
- He nodded. “Did he like the zoo?” he asked. Soa 
_. She said, “It was a very happy day, that. It was a French ; 
a day.” She turned to him, a little shyly. “We had arranged a 


Bo joke, you see—we should speak only in French one day and Eo 


in English on the next day. On the English day we did not 
- talk very much,” she said reminiscently. “It was too diffe 
— cult. We used to ay that the English day. ended after he 
tea. ers | | po 
: “Mildly surprited, hè said, “Did he speak French we” oe 
Because that was most unlike John. B 
She laughed outright. “No—not at all. He spoke French 
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_ very, very badly. But that day, on the way out te Vin.” 
_cennes, the taxi driver spoke English to John, because 
there are many tourists in Paris and some of the drivers 
can speak a little English. And John spoke to him in Eng 
_ lish. Because I had a new summer hat, with carnations, 
you understand—not a smart hat, but a little country thing | 
-with a wide brim. And John asked the taxi driver to tell 
-him what the French was for—” she hesitated for a mo- | 
_ ment, and then said “—to tell me that I was looking very | 
pretty. And the man laughed a lot and told him, so then © 
_ John knew and he could say it to me himself. And he gave 
the driver twenty francs.” | 
< The old man said, “It was probably worth that, made- 
moiselle.” | e 
She said, “He wrote it down. And then, when he wanted 
_ me to laugh, he used to get out his little book and read it 
out to me.” | ee 
She turned and stared out of the window at the slowly 
_ Moving landscape. The old man did not pursue the sub- 
ce ject: indeed, he could think of nothing adequate to say. 
He got out his packet of Caporal cigarettes and offered one 
_ to Nicole, but she refused. | mai a a 
-~ Tt is not in the part, that, monsieur,” she said quietly. 
= “Not in this dress.” en n ae 2 
- He nodded; lower middle class Frenchwomen do not 
smoke cigarettes in public. He lit one himself, and blew a 
long cloud of the bitter smoke. It was hot already in the 
carriage though they had the window open. The smaller 
children, Pierre and Sheila, were already tired and in- 
clined to be fretful, 0o50 i e e es 
_ All day the train ground slowly on in the hot sun. It was 
not crowded, and. they seldom had anybody in the carriage 


































r with them, which % was : a a rellet, ic on ithe previous on tha ae 
© German troops travelling were confined strictly to their 
own part of the train. On all the station platforms they oS 
were much in evidence. At towns such as St. Brieuc the 
- exit from the station appeared to be picketed by a couple : 
~ of German soldiers; at the wayside halts they did not seem T 
to worry about passengers leaving the station. S 
i ! _ Nicole drew. Howard’s attention to this feature. “It es 
ie good, that,” she said. “At Landerneau it may be possible ao 
to go through without questioning. g. But if we are stopped, ne 
we have still a good story to tell.” Page 
- He said, ‘“Where are we going to to-night, ssaderncinetioe 4 oh 
~ Tam entirely in your hands.” ne 
>> She said, “There is a farm, about five miles from Lan- 
derneau, to the south. Madame Guinevec, wife of Jean — 
Henri—that was her home before she married. Ihave been 
‘there with my father, at the time of the horse fair, the 
Fête, at ea ; 
- “I see,” he said. “What is de name of the e people at 
i the farm?” z 
o “Arvers,” she said. “Aristide Arvers is the father of 
, Marie. They are in good circumstances, you understand. oe 
-Aristide is a careful man, my father used to say. He breeds 
horses a little, too, for our army. Marie was Queen of 
_ Beauty at the Landerneau Fête one year. It was then that 
a Jean Henri first met her.” o 
He said, “She must have been a very pretty gii fa a 
~ “She was lovely,” Nicole said. “That was when I was. 
_ little—over ten years ago. She i is still beautiful.” o- 
-o The train ground on in the hot sunlight, stopping now 
and again at stations and frequently in between. They 
gave the children déjeuner of bread and sausage with a 
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ne little Peter That kept them sauce and i ocapied for ; 


co a time, but they were restless and bored. 


Ronnie said, “I do wish we could go and bathe.” 
Sheila echoed, “May we bathe, Monsieur Howard?” 
He said, “We can’t bathe while we’re in the train. Later 


: on, perhaps. Run along out into the corridor; it’s cooler `- 
". there.” | Se 
- He turned to Nicole. “They're thinking of a time three 


_. days ago—or four, was it?—just before we met the Air Force 


men. I let them have a bathe in a stream.” 


“It was lovely,” said Ronnie. “Ever so cool and nice.” 


-` He turned, and ran with his sister out into the corridor, 


< followed by Willem. : 
= Nicole said, “The English are great swimmers, are they 
not, monsieur? Even the little ones think of nothing else.” 
-< He had not thought about his country in that way. “Are 
_ we?” he said. “Is that how we appear?” = 
o She shrugged her shoulders. “I do not know so many ` 
-English people,” she said frankly. “But Paenga liked 


-more than anything for us to go bathing.” 2 
He smiled. “John was a very good swimmer, ' he said aC 


E _reminiscently, “He was very fond of it.’ ape 
She said, “He was very, very naughty, Monsieur How: 


ad He would not do any of the things that one should ae 


fe do when one visits Paris for the first time. I had prepared 


$0 carefully for his visit—yes, I had arranged for each day ae : : 
the things that we would do. On the first day ofall I had 
i planned to go to the Louvre, but imagine it--he was not See 


interested. Not at all.” 


The old man smiled again. “He never was one for a 


: _ museums, much,” he said.: oe 
: She said, “That may be correct in England, monsicur, i 
| 5 800 ee 
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hae in Pins one bone see the ia as that Paris ha to 8 


< show. It was very embarrassing, I assure you. I had ar- 
ranged that he should see the Louvre, and the Trocadéro, 


- and for a contrast the Musée de Homme, and the 


Cluny museum, and I had a list of galleries of modern- 
` art that I would show him. And he never saw any of it 
at alll” 


“I’m sorry about that,” said Howard. There seemed o 


2 nothing else to say. “What did you do?” 

-She said, “We went bathing several times, at the Piscine 
Molitor in Auteuil. It was very hot weather, sunny all 
the time. I could not get him into one museum—not one! 


es He was very, very naughty.” 


“I expect that was very pleasant, though,” he said. 

She smiled. “It was not what I had arranged,” she said. 
E had not even got a costume. We had to go together, 
- John and I, to buy a bathing costume. Never have I done 
a thing like that before. It was a good thing I had said 

that we would meet in Paris, not in Chartres. In France 
there are conventions, Monsieur Howard, you under- a- 
stand.” » | 


=o o “I know,” he said. ‘Jobn never worried mich about > 
those. Did he get you a nice bathing dress?” eels 
She smiled. “It was very beautiful,” she said. “An Ae 


can one, very chic, in silver and green. It was so prey an 


~ that it was a pleasure to be seen in it.” , 
i “Well, E he said. “You eee have worn that in a Le ne 
Ie museum.” K m | og 
: She stared at sie pon “But no...” * And then ee: 


o ohe laughed. “It would be quite Fidiculous, that.” She oe 


smiled again at the thought. “Monsieur, Jen say absurd y 


ee things, peut ‘the same as John.” 


ee 





i was a o "clock when the train pulled it into the Tittle : 
-station of Landerneau. They tumbled out of the carriage i 
with relief, Nicole lifting each child down onto the plat- 
form except Ronnie, who insisted on getting down him- 
self. They fetched the pram from the baggage car and 
` put the remainder of their lunch in it, with the kitten. - 
. There was no guard at the guichet, and they passed ao 
‘through into the town - 

Landerneau is a little town of six or seven thousand 
people, a sleepy little place upon a tidal river running to- 
_ the Rade de Brest. It is built of grey stone, set in a rolling a 
: country dotted round with little woods; it reminded How- 

ard of the Yorkshire wolds. The air, which had been hot- 
and stuffy in the railway carriage, now seemed fresh and 
sweet, with a faint savour suggesting that the sea was not 
-so very far away. 
`- The town was sparsely held by Germans. Their lorries z 
were parked in the square beneath the plane trees by the | 
river, but there were few of them to be seen. Those that 
were in evidence seemed ill at ease, anxious to placate the“: | 
curiosity of a population which they knew to be pro-Eng- 
lish. Their behaviour was most studiously correct. The _ 
few soldiers in the streets were grey-faced and tired-look- _ 
ing, wandering round in twos a threes and staring list- _ 
-< lessly at the strange sights. One thing was noticeable; a 

they never seemed to laugh. k e 
g - Unchallenged, Howard and Nicole saka through. the. 
‘town and out into the country beyond, upon the road- 
- that led towards the south. They went slowly for the sake 
of the children; the old man was accustomed now to the 
‘slow pace that they: could “manage. The road. was very i 





"empty and they a all c over it at twill. It led up onto oes 
nthe open wold. | a | 
= Rose and Willem were dowe to take their shoes off 
and go barefoot, rather. to the disapproval of Nicole. “I 
do not think that that is in the part,” she said. “The class 
-which we represent would not do that.” 
-The old man said, “There’s nobody to see.” 


En “She agreed that it did not matter much, and they went ne 
- sauntering on, Willem pushing the pram with Pierre. : 7 
< Ahead of them three aircraft crossed the sky in steady, cae 
_ purposeful flight towards the west, flying at about two 


ae thousand feet. fe 
we The sight woke memories in Rose. ‘‘M’sieur,” she cried, 
“Three aeroplanes—look! Quick, let us get into the ditch!” 
He calmed her. “Never mind them,” he said equably. - 
They aren’t going to hurt us.” | 


She was only half reassured. “But they dropped bombs | 


ix 


,efore, and fired their guns! 


He said, “These are different ome These are n 


god aeroplanes. They won’t hurt us.’ oo 
: Pierre said suddenly and devastatingly, in his little. | 
piping voice, “Can you tell good aeroplanes from bad aero- e 
o M’sieur Howard?” i : 


= With a sick heart the old man thought again af the = a 
: -shambles on the Montargis Road. “Why, yes,” he saido 

gently. “You remember the aeroplanes that Mademoiselle — a 
took you to see at Chartres? The ones where they let you 
touch the bombs? They didn’ t hurt you, did they? Those a 


were good aeroplanes. ‘Those over r there: are e the same sort. ave 
They won't burt us.’ Cee ae es 
Ronnie, a anxious to o display o expert t technical snowledge 2 








a hee statements. “Good aeroplanes : are our own a 
aeroplanes, aren't they, Mr. Howard?” 
“That’s right,” the old man said. 
= Nicole drew him a little way aside. A don’t know how 
you can think of such things to say,” she said in a low 

tone. “But those are German aeroplanes.” 

“I know that. But one has to say something.” a 
_ She stared at the three pencil-like shapes in the far. dis- 

- tance. “It was marvellous when aeroplanes were things of 
pleasure,” she said. 

He nodded. “Have you ever flown?” he asked. 

She said, “Twice, at a fête, just for a little way each 
time. And then the time I flew with John over Paris. It 
was wonderful, that... .” i 
=- He was interested. “You went with a pilot, I suppose. 
Or did he pilot the machine himself?” 

She said, “But he flew it himself, of course, monsieur. It 
was just him and me.” 

“How did he get hold of the aeroplane?” He ng 
that i ina roreiga country there were difficulties in aviation. 
© She said, “He took me to dance, at the flying club, in | 

© the Rue François Premier. He had a friend—un capitaine 
-de lAéronautique—that he had met in England when he 
-had been with our Embassy in London. And this friend a 
| arranged everything for John.” 5 
-She said, “Figurez-vous, monsieur! I cad not get him 
to one art gallery, not one! All his life he is used to spend | 
-in flying, and then he comes to Paris for a holiday and 
o he wants to go to the aerodrome and ak | ao 
-He smiled gently. “He was like that. . Did you enjoy 
_ yourself?” OCEAN . 

-She said, “Tes was | marvellous. Its was a fine, sunny da 









































ee with » a pe threes, a we > dtover out to Orly, | to She 


hangar of the flying club. And there, there was a beautiful oe 


-aeroplane waiting for us, with the engine running.” : 
Her face clouded a little, and then she smiled. “I do 


not know very much about flying,” she said frankly. “It o 


was very chic, with red leather seats and chromium steps os 


eee to make it easy to get in. But John was so rude.” 


The old man a “Rude?” 


“He said it looked like a bedbug, monsieur, but aoo 


x 50, that the mechanics could hear what he said. I told him 


ee n I was very cross to hear him a such a thing, when os 


oe ‘And then, when we were dying i over Paris at grande p D 


-a hundred and twenty kilometres an hour or more, he ` 


turned to me and said, ‘And what’s more, it flies like onel’ 
Imagine that! Our Daa are very good, monsieur. 
Everybody in France says so.” ei 
-Howard smiled again. “I hope you put him in his 
place,” he said. 
She laughed outright; it was the first time that he had’ 


; “heard that happen. “That was not possible, Monsieur s 


. Howard,” she said. ‘Never could I par him in his s pPhee B 


ce as- you. say.” 


He said, “y m sorry y that.” He paused, fae ‘ther 


ae he said, “I have never flown over Paris. Is it beautiful” 


“She shrugged her shoulders. “Beautiful? I do not think | 


a that. anything is beautiful seen from the air, except the — 
a + clouds. But that day was- marvellous, because there were 


those big sper clouds that Jobn « called Cum Ce somen C 
ing o G ee Poe i 
ee She nodded. “That was it, For 1 more than an hour we 



































~ played in | them, ‘flying sod ‘and over the top and in 
‘between the white cliffs in the deep gorges of the mist. 
- And every now and then, far down below, one would see 
Paris, the Concorde or perhaps the Etoile. Never shall I 
-forget that day. And when we landed I was so sleepy that 
[went to sleep in the car on the way back to Paris, leaning 
up against John, with my head on his shoulder.” | 
_... They walked on in silence for a time. Pierre and Wil- 
lem tired of pushing the pram and gave place to Rose, 
- with Sheila trotting at her side. The kitten lay curled up 
in the pram, sound asleep. 
= Presently Nicole pointed ahead of them. “That is the 
i - house—amongst those trees.” | 
oe The house. that she pointed to lay about a mile ahead 
of them. It seemed to be a fairly large and properous farm, 
`. grouped round a modest country house standing among 
trees as shelter from the wind. About it rolled the = : 
pasture of the wold, as far as could be seen. 
_ In half an hour they were close up to it. A long row 
of stabling showed the interests of the owner; there were 
horses running in the paddocks near the farm. The farm 
- buildings were better kept and laid out than the farms 
_ that Howard had had dealings with upon his j journey; this 
; was a cut above the usual run of things. 
_ They went up to a house that stood beside the entrance, 
: in the manner of a lodge; here Nicole enquired for M. 
| Arvers. They were directed to the stables; leaving the E, 
children with the pram at the gate, they went forward : 
together. , : ET 
< They met their 1 man a half > way. eos oo 
: Aristide Arvers was a small 7 man or fifty-five. or so, | 
3i » with sharp features and a shrewd look. Howard de- ae 
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cided ae ihe first alee that this man was no fook: “And = - 


the second thought that came into his mind was realiza- 


tion that this man could well be the father of a beauty — 


queen, of Miss Landerneau. The delicate features, sharp- 


ening by advancing age, might well be fascinating ina = 


young girl. 


“ie Ae wore a shapeless black suit with a soiled scart : n: 
wrapped around his neck in lieu of collar; a black hat 


was on his head. 


-Nicole said, ‘ ‘Monsieur Arvers, do you TRER y nie? o 


=. You were so kind as to invite me here one day, with my 


- father, Colonel Rougeron. You showed my father round Be 
-= -your stables. After that you entertained us in your house. noe 
= That was three years ago—do you remember?” 


He nodded. “I remember that very well, mademoiselle. 
-© M. le Colonel was very interested in my horses for the | 
army, being himself an artillery officer, if I remember 
right.” He hesitated. “I BORE you have good news of 
2 M. le Colonel?” ae 
© She said, “We have had no news for targe months a 
? when he was at Metz.” ae 
“Tam desolated, mademoiselle.” i ae 
She nodded, having nothing much to say to ‘that ‘She. = 


said, “If my father had been at home he would, no doubt, | — 


have come to see you, himself. As he is not, I have come a 


ae _ instead.” - 


His ba wrinkled slightly, büt he ee a “Tittle, a 


a “That is an added pleasure,” he said T 


| -May We, perhaps, Bo. to. ‘your | office?” ese 
“But certainly.” T S o 
-He turned, and led them to the Boise. ‘There was a ik: | 
Q a tered, dusty office, full of sad-looking account books and | 
e oe = 207- = | 





: ‘files, with bits of broken: homies thiown aside j in corners. 
He closed the door behind them, and gave them rickety _ 
; chairs; there being no other seats he leaned backwards . 
against the edge of the desk. 
“First,” said the girl, “I wish to introduce you to Mon- 
sieur Howard. He is an Englishman.” 
ie THe horsebreeder raised his eyebrows a litile, but bowed 
3 ceremoniously. “Enchanté,” he said. oe yg 
Nicole said, “I will come directly to the point, “Monsieur 3 
i Auvers. Monsieur Howard is a very old friend of myo 
i family. He is travelling with several children, and- he iss. 
- trying to return to England in spite of the Germans. My 
- mother and I have talked about this, in the absence of s 
my father, and it seemed to us that Jean Henri could help, | 
< perhaps, with one of his boats. Or, if that was impossible, | 
_ Jean Henri might know some, friend who would help. : 
There. is money enough to pay for any services.” B 
= The man said nothing for a time. At last, “The Ger- 
mans are not to be trifled with,” he said. ogee 
Howard said, “We appreciate that, monsieur. We do _ 
not wish that anyone should run into trouble upon our | 
behalf. That is why Mademoiselle has come to talk to 
pu before going to your son-in-law.” Tao 
= The other turned to: him. ‘ You speak F 'rench better Ms 
: than most Englishmen.” e N B 
- “I have had longer than most Englishmen. to lari it.” z 
The Frenchman smiled. ‘ ‘You a are very anxious to return : 
to England?” ae ee 
: The old man ad “For myself, not so very anxious. a 
I should be quite happy to live in France for a time. But 
have children i in my. care, you under stand, ‘English chil- 
d: en that 1 have promised. that. I would escort to Eng 





| = land; . ‘He hesitated, “And, as a matter “of fact, there me i 
<o three others now.” 2 at od Pos 
“What are these other dden How many of you are i 


= there altogether? And where have you come from?” 


It took nearly twenty minutes to elucidate the story. _ 


-At last the Frenchman said, “These other children, the ee 
-little one called Pierre and the little Dutchman. What i 


n going to become of them when they reach England?” ai E 
= Howard said, “J have a daughter, married, in America. ? 
She is in easy circumstances. She would make a home for _ 


those two in her house at Long Island till the war is over ee 


and we can trace their relations. They would be very - 
cen EPP there.” S o 
> The man stared at him Kai “In America? That i 

: can well believe. You will send them over the Atlantic 
-to your daughter? Will she be good to them—children that 
-she has never seen? Unknown, foreign children?” os 
The old man said, “My daughter has one child of her 


: Sut, and now hopes for another. She is very fond of at 


children. ’ ‘They will be safe with her.” | Pile et 
| - _Arvers: got up suddenly from the desk. “Ie is impos- 
— sible,” he said. “If Jean Henri should put his hand to 


this he would be in great danger. The Germans would 


“shoot him, beyond all doubt. You have no right to sugg gest 
such a thing.” He paused, and then he said, 1 bave my 
-daughter to consider,” ges ee ee 
‘There was a long, slow. pause. AE Tast. the. old. ‘ian 


oo gamed: to Nicole. “That's the end of that,’ a he said. He 
smiled at. Arvers. T understand perfectly,” he said. “In 


: your place, thinking. of By daughter, T should ay) the 
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m a dal I cannot help you in the way you want,” he said. 

<- She shrugged her shoulders. “Tani pis,’ she said. “Ny 
7 pensez plus.” | | 
He looked uncomfortable. “These children,” he said. 
‘ “Where are they now?” 
<- They told him that they were waiting in the road, and 
walked with them to the gate. It was getting towards 


FE < muddy and rather fractious. There were tear streaks 

-around Sheila’s face. 

= Arvers said awkwardly, “Would it help you to stay here 

for the night? I do not think we have beds for so many, 

but something could perhaps be managed.” a 
` Nicole said warmly, “You are very kind, monsieur.” 


a one to the horse dealer; then they went towards the house. _ 
. The man called his wife as they approached the door; she 
- came from the kitchen, a stolid peasant woman. He spoke 
< to her, told her that the party were to stay with them for 
the night, introduced her formally to them. Nicole shep- 


turned to Howard. ao 
“You will take a little glass of Period. perhaps?™ he said. 
A little glass of Pernod seemed to the old man to be a 


kitchen was full of children. The salon was a stiff and 












ofa white-robed little girl kneeling devoutly in a ‘shaft 
of light. Tt was entitled: La Premiére Communion. - ae 
_Arvers brought the P ernod, with glasses and water, and 







































The Frona turned to the girl. “I regret very y much N 


` evening. The children were playing at the edge of a pond, - 


X They called the children and introduced them one by 








; herded the children after her into the kitchen. Arvers 





aS good ee They went into the salon because the | e 





formal room, with gilt-legged furniture, u upholstered in. ne 
red plush. On the wall there was a very large oleograph | | 


3 “the two men ae cava S They failed ‘about a 


horses and about country matters. Arvers had been to na 
England once, to Newmarket as a jockey when he was a - 
very young man. They chatted pleasantly ence? for a?) 


quarter of an hour. 


Suddenly Arvers said, “Your daughter, Monsieur How- a 
ard. She will surely find so many foreign children an 


pe encumbrance? Are you so certain that they will be wel- me | 


“ i come in her home?” 


The old man said, “They will i welcome, all right” 


“But how can you possibly know that? Your daughter : 


may find it very inconvenient to have them.” 


He shook his head. “I don’t think so. But if that should ae 


-be so, then she would make arrangements for them for a 


me. She would engage some kind woman to make a home 
_ for them, because that is my wish, that they should have a 
good home in America—away from all this.” He motioned | 


= with his hand. “And there is no difficulty over money, yon 
understand.” oe 
_ The Frenchman sat silent for a little time, staring into 


bts glass. 


~ “This is a bad time for children, this filthy war,” be 


-~ said at last. “And now that France is defeated, it is going 
-to be worse. You English now will starve us, as we starved Soe 


Germany in 1918.” 
Howard was silent. oo 
l shall not blame your country. ify you do that, But it 


BN will be bad for children here.” 


- “Lam afraid it may be,” said the old man. “That i is why 


ae 1 want to get these children out of it. . One must do 
- m can.” paR oS PPa 


Anvers s shrugged | his. shoulders. “There are no  childre | 
eee oe sari ES a HE 
































ine this house, thank: God. Or—only one.” “He: paused. a 
“That was a hard case, if you like.” | s 
_ Howard looked at him enquiringly. The enaA 
-poured him out another Pernod. “A friend in Paris asked 
me if I had work for a Pole,” he said. “In December, that 
 was—just at Christmas time. A Polish Jew who knew 
horses, who had escaped into Rumania and so by sea to 
<- Marseilles. Well, you will understand, the mobilization 
had taken five of my eight men, and it was very. difficult.” 
- Howard nodded. “You took him on?” “Gs 
, “Assuredly. Simon Estreicher was his name, and he ao 
-rived one day with his son, a boy of ten. There had been 
a wife, but I will not distress you with that story. ‘She 
had | not escaped the Boche, you understand.’ - | 
- The old man nodded. ee 
‘Well, this man Estreicher worked here till last week; : 
and he worked well. He was quiet and gave no trouble, 
and the son worked in the stables too. Then last week the | 
Germans came here, and took him away.” 
“Took him away?” a a oe 
, “Took him away to Germany, to Rr forced labour, es 
Hes was a Pole, you see, monsieur, and a Jew as well. One 
-could do nothing for him. Some filthy swine in town had 
-told them about him, because they came straight here andis 
‘asked for him. They put handcuffs « on him, and took him oe 
na camion with several others,” 
“Did they take the son as well?” i a 
“They never asked for him, and he was in the paddock . 
at the time, so I said nothing. ‘One does not help the 
‘Germans i in a their work But it was s very hard on n that a 




















a “where a ‘Gould. he go? He is ueta i in ihe stables, 

| oe But before long I. suppose they will find out about z 
him, and come back for him to take him away also.” 
= Nicole came to them presently, to call them to the 
kitchen for supper. She had already given the children a. : 


meal, and had put them to sleep on beds improvised. up- an 
stairs by Madame Arvers. They ate together in the kitchen : 


ata long table, together with two men from the farm and : 


mie a black- haired, Jewish-looking boy whom Madame called). 
o Marjan, and who said little or nothing during the meal. _ 


The meal over, Arvers escorted. Nicole and Howard. o 


o Ta back to the salon; presently he produced a set of dominoes 
oe and proposed a game. Howard - settled down to it with 


him. The horse dealer played carelessly, his mind on other 
things. “ 
Presently he returned to the subject that was on his 
i aaa “Are many children going to America, monsieur? 
I cannot comprehend how you can be so positive that 
they will be welcomed. America is very far away. They. do 


ope bother about our difficulties here.” 


2 _ Howard shrugged. his shoulders. “They are a a gaierou 
- "people. These children will be quite all right if I can get 


i them: there, because my daughtet will look after them. 
= But even without her, there would: be many people in 
eS America willing to Provide for them. Americans are iie 

h Do : n : 


ETE “The other stared: at him incredulously. “Tt would cost: 
Hee a great deal of money to provide for a child, perhaps for 
years. One does not do that. lightly, for a foreign child ; 
of which one knows nothing.” o oe | 7 
_ “It’s just the sort of thing they do do,” ‘suid the alda man. 
“They w would 1 pour out t their. money i in a cause like that. 































: The korse dealer stared’ at him keenly re thoughtfully. oe 
“Would they provide for Marjan Estreicher?” he enquired 
-at last. “N o doubt they would not do that for a Jew.” 

“I don’t think it would make the slightest difference, 
_in the case of a child. It certainly would make no differ- 
ence to my daughter.” 

Nicole moved impulsively beside him. “Monsieur . . . 
she said, but he stopped her with a gesture. She subsided 
into silence again, watchful. | | z 
<= Howard said steadily, “I would take him with me, if 
os ce is what you want. I would send him to the United 
States with the other children. Pur before that, I should 

< want help to get them all away.” 

“oo “Jean Henri?” 

- “Assuredly, monsieur.” S ni 
~The other got up, displacing the unheeded game of 
-dominoes with his sleeve. He went and fetched the Per- 

=- nod, the glasses, and the water, and poured out a drink 
-< for Howard. He offered one to the girl, but she refused. 
“The risk is enormous,” he said stubbornly. “Think 
what it would mean to my daughter if you should be 
caught.” Ae | 5 
oe’ Think “what: it would mean to that boy, if he should 
be caught,” the old man said. “They would take him o 
a slave, put him in the mines and work him till he died. _ 
: That s what the Germans do with Polish children.” | 
- Arvers said, “I know that. That is what troubles r me.’ o 
Nicole said suddenly, ‘ “Does Marjan want to go? r : en 
cannot. make him if he does not want to. He | is old, that i 
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o “He | is s only ten,’ | ' said Arvers. - 


“Nevertheless,” Be a “he. ‘is. s quite grown up. We | eS 
cannot take him if he does not want to go.” OE 


-. Arvers went out of the room; in a few minutes fe 2 
returned, followed by the boy. He said to him, “This is 
the matter, Marjan. This Monsieur here is going to Eng» 


ae land if he can escape the Germans, and from England the. ue 


children with him are going to America. In America they. 
will be safe. There are no Germans there. Would you like oe 


to go with them?” 


e They crane it to nas again. a8 


At last he said in almost unintelligible French, “In Amer- aE 
ica, what should I work at?” _ b 


Howard said, “For a time you would have ‘to go to : 


school, to learn English and the American way of living. : 


} -At school they would teach you to earn your living in 
~ some trade. What do you want to do when you grow up?” — 


= Without any hesitation the boy said, “I want to kill 
Germans.” | EA 
_ There was a momentary silence. hives said, “That is 


z OS enough about the Germans. Tell Monsieur here what 


trade you wish to learn in America, if he enone pe s. 
K kind as to take you there.” Be 
- There was a silence. . He 
: "Nicole came forward. “Tell us,” she said gently. “Would 
p you like to grow up with horses? Or would you rather | : 


ee | buy: things and sell them for a profit?” After all, she z 


thought, it would be dificult for him to go against the 


tole characteristics of his race.‘ “Would you rather do that” 


-The boy looked. up at her. “I want to learn to shoot 


3 ith’ a rifle from a very long way away,” he said, “because 


a youc can 1 do that from the. hills whe en they a are on the road, £ 





-Anā 1 ‘want. to learn to co a knife hard and straight. A 


x Thati is best in the darkness, i in the narrow streets, because 


<- it does not make a noise.” 
_ Arvers smiled, a little ruefully. “I am sorry, monsieur, 
x he said. “I am afraid he is not making a very good tates: 
- sion.” | 
: “The old man said nothing. 
Marjan said, “When do we start?” | 
- Howard hesitated, irresolute. This lad might be a great 
Saas to them; at the best he could only be 
< described as a prickly customer. On the other hand, a 
_ deep pity for the child lurked in the background of his 
mind. 
“Do you want to come with us?” he asked. 
- The boy nodded his black head. i 
“Tf you come with us, you will have to forget all this 
about the Germans,” said the old man. “You will haye 
- to go to school and learn your lessons, and play baseball, 
and go fishing, like other boys.” a. 
~The lad said gravely, * ‘I could not kill a German for ys 
another two or three years because I am not. strong | : 
a enough. Not unless I could catch one asleep and drivea 
| pitchfork into his belly- as he slept, and even then he 
might reach out before he died and overcome me. But in y 
America I could learn everything ; and come > back when : 
lam fifteen years old, and big and strong.” a 
Howard said gently, : “There are other things to learn | 
in America Þesides that o Seno e o 
The boy. said, “I know. there’ is a “great, deal to > learn, 
monsieur. One thing, you ‘should always go for the young 


X 


ot the men. It y Ju get the young. women, then 





os Pi d F: per E 


; thy cannot spawn, and | before long. there will be no 
_ more Germans.” ; | ae 
_ “That is enough,” said Arvers sharply. “Go back to the oe 


kitchen and. stay there till I call you.’ 


-~ The boy left the room. The horse dealer nei to - 
. | Nicole. “I am desolated that he should have said sucky: F 
-. things,” he said. | ae 
The girl ae “He has suffered a great deal. And ahe 
is very young.” l SApS ee 
Arvers nodded. “I do not 2 what will become of 


| BD he said morosely. 


_. Howard sat down in the silence which SSilowed. and 
took a sip of Pernod. “One of two things will happen to 


him,” he said. “One is, that the Germans will catch. him 


< very soon. He may try to kill one of them, in which case 
se they might shoot him out of hand. They will take him 
- to their mines. He will be rebellious the whole time, and 
oe jong he will be beaten: to ) death. Phat is the one 


‘The horse dealer dr opped into ie chair on the opposite , 


ie tide of the table, the bottle of Pernod between them. 
There was something i in the old man’s tone that was very 
us aa to him. “What i iS the other thing?” he asked. 


“He will escape with us to England,” said. Howard. i 
a “He will end up in America, kindly treated and well 
-o cared for, and in a year or two these horrors will have 


— Hin from his mind oa a a 


oe  Arvers ot him keenly. | “Which of those i is + going z to 
ve That | is in your hands, Monsieur. He willz never escapi 
he Germans unless you help | him.” S 





















There was a long, long silence in the falling dusk. | 
_ Arvers said at last, “I will see what I can do. To-mor-. 
row I will drive Mademoiselle to Le Conquét and we will | 
_ talk it over with Jean Henri. You must stay here, with 
-*he children, and keep out of sight” - 


iper 























= [CLOWARD spent most of the next day sitting in. the 
; paddock in the sun, while the children aled around ae 
him. His growing, stubbly beard distressed him with a ` 
sense of personal uncleanliness, but it was policy to let it 
grow. Apart from that, he was feeling well; the rest was 
welcome and refreshing. r 
Madame dragged an old cane eian chair from a 


che ie dusty cellar and wiped it over with a cloth for him; he 


thanked her and installed himself in it. The children had 
the kitten, Jo-Jo, in the garden and were stuffing it with 


~ copious draughts of milk and anything that they could 
get it to eat. Presently it escaped, and climbed wy ee 
| a the old man’ S lap, and went to sleep. a a 


After a while he found himself making whistles on a 


a semi-production basis, while the children stood around 


and watched. | 
s From time to. time the Polish boy, Marjan, appeared 
_by the paddock gate and stood looking at them, curious, 


ue inscrutable. Howard spoke to him and. asked him to come 

in and join them, but he muttered something to the effect 
that he had work to do, and sheered away shyly. Presently 

he would be back again, watching the children as they 


: played. The old x man 1 let him ae content not to hurry 
oe the ee ee a 





2 In the iniddle of the afternoon, suddenly; ee wasa 
| 7 series of heavy explosions over in the west. These mingled 
with the sharp crack of gunfire; the children stopped their 

games and stared in wonder. Then a flight of three single- 
engined fighter aeroplanes got up like partridges from 
‘some field not very far away, and flew over them at about 
| two thousand feet, heading towards the west and climbing 
at full throttle as they went. 


Ronnie said wisely, “That’s bombs, I know. They go ae 


‘whee . . . before they fall, and then they go Boom. Only 
‘it’s s so far off you can’t hear the whee part.” 
“Whee ... Boom!” said Sheila. Pierre copied her, and 


presently all the children were running round wheeing ae 


and booming. sy 
_ The real detonations grew fewer, and presently died in 
“the summer afternoon. ne 
“That was the Germans bombing some one, wasn t it, ; 
- Mr. Howard?” asked Ronnie. E 
eeo T ëxpect so,” he replied. “Come and hold Es bark oe 
while I bind it.” In the mo of whistles the taid 
faded from their minds. | EA 
© In the later afternoon Nicole’ returned with Aven" 
Both were very dirty, and the girl had a deep cut on the | 
palm of one hand, roughly bandaged: Howard was s shocked : 
at her ApBeatanee, | es ae . Hae 
: E said, “whatever r happened? Has s ere 
ran accident?” a 





| Then ais hustled ihe dito off j into he “kitchen: “Howard” io 
was left in the paddock, staring out towards the west. 


The children had only aade ei half of what had hap. as 


pened. Sheila said, “It was the bad aeroplanes that did ne 
that to Nicole, monsieur, wasn’t it?” E 
“That's right,” he said. “Good ey don’ t do. >that noe 
sort of thing.” . Sa ee 
The child was satisfied with that. “It must have been a o 
fe very, very bad aeroplane to do that to Nicole.” 5 
= There was general agreement on that point. ‘Ronnie ee 
said, “Bad aeroplanes are nan aeroplanes. Good aero- ; = 


planes are English ones.’ 


‘He made no attempt to unravel that one for them. a 
_ Presently Nicole came out into the garden, white- faced 
and with her hand neatly bandaged. Madame hustled the: 
children into the kitchen for their supper. 
_ Howard asked after her hand. “It is nothing,” she aid : 
z “When a bomb falls, the glass in all the windows. s flies 

about.. That is what did it.” 
7a Pam 6: sorry.” Ones 
She turned to hin a would not have believed: that. 


ae would be so much glass in the streets,’ ’ she said. “In 


heaps. it was ‘piled. And the fires—houses on fire every- ; 
where. And dust, thick dust that smothered evenbing” | 
“But how did you come to be mixed Arp in ieee 
- She said, “It just happened. We had been to Le Conquét, a 


l a after déjeuner we set out in the motor car to return : 


here. And passing through Brest, Aristide wanted to go 
to the Bank, and I wanted tooth powder and some other 
-things—little things, you understand. And it was while 
Aristide was in the Bank and I was | in the shops 3 in the 
Rue de Siam that it t happened. Agha er Be | 









ee 


“What did Happen’ he asked. 
a She shrug gged her shoulders. ° Ct was an aeroplane that 
-came racing low over the roofs—so low that one could 
see the number painted on the body; the targets on the 
_ wings showed us that it was English. It swung round over 
the Harbour and dropped its bombs near the Port Mili- 
_ taire, and then another of them came, and another—many 
< of them. It was the German ships in the harbour, I think, 
that they were bombing. But several of them dropped 
their bombs in a Jong line, and these lines spread right 
into the town. There were two bombs that hit houses in. 
the Rue de Siam, and three or more in the Rue Louis 
-= Pasteur.. And where a bomb fell, the house fell right down, 
7 not five feet high, monsieur—truly, that was‘all that could — 
f be seen. And there were fires, and clouds of smoke and . 
n dust, and glass—glass everywhere. .. .” ee 
‘There was a little silence. “Were many people hurt?” i 
he asked at last. | 
-She said, “I think very many.” 
-He was very much upset. He felt that something a 












































a for her, and a little confused. oe oe 
7 -She said presently, “You must not distress yourself o on S 
N account, Monsieur Howard. I assure you, I am quite 
"all; right, and so is Aristide.” She laughed shortly. AU 
least, I can say that I have seen the Roya Air Force at = 
š work, For many months I long to see that.” _ 
- He shook his’ head, unable to say anything. a 
She laid her hand upon his arm. “Many of the bombs Ae 
fell in the Port Militaire,” she ad gently. “One ot two 
went wide, but that | was not t intended. I think they may 








































: have happened to prevent this. He was terribly concerned a 


-Pied Piper 


oy hive bt he hips” She paused, ‘ana hee ‘dhe sid. Tark 

-think John would have been very pleased.’ Cy e o 
“Yes,” he said heavily, “I suppose he would have been.” 
She took his arm. “Come in the salon, and we will drink. 
a Pernod together, and I will tell you about Jean Henri.” 


~ They went together into the house. Aristide was. not. 
- about; in the salon Howard sat down with the girl He 


af was still distressed and upset; Nicole poured outa Poo pu 


~ for him and added a little water. Then she poured, a Oe, 
mee smaller one for herself. es 
“About Jean Henri,” she said. “He is not to appear in 
_ this himself. Aristide will not have that, for the sake Of hs 
Marie. But in Le Conquét there is a young man, called 


mod Simon Focquet, and he will take a boat across with you.” A 
-The old man’s heart leaped, but all he said was, “How 
= old is this young man?” E 
_ She shrugged her shoulders. “Twenty—twenty-two, per- | 
haps. He is de Gaullist.” fe 
“What is that, mademoiselle?” eee 
‘She said, “There is a Général de Gaulle in England 


| a your armies, one of our younger Generals. In France, ced 
=- nobody knew much about him, but now he will carry | 
on the battle from England. He is not approved by our: 


i Government of Vichy, but many of our young men are i 


-slipping away to join him, some by way of Spain andi 
-others in boats across the Manche. ‘That is how Simon 


y `- Focquet. wishes to go, because he is a fishing boy, and ae 


= knows boats very well. ? 


Se “Bat the. Germans will stop ‘that, early,” 
-She nodded. “Already all traffic 'has been stopped: Bute 
Oe boats are still allowed to fish around the coast ant 

by | Ushant. It will be necessary t to devise something,” 





“He said: “Where will he get the boat?” : 
“Aristide has arranged that for us. Jean: Mend will’ hire 
7 one of his boats for fishing to this young man, and Simon 
_ then will steal it when he leaves for England. Jean Henri 
-will be the first to complain to the gendarmerie, and to 
i ‘the Germans, that his boat has been stolen. But Aristide 
: . will pay him for it secretly. You should pay Aristide, i 
: yon have so much money.’ 
He nodded, “How much will it be?”’ 
She said, “Five thousand five hundred francs.” 
= He thought for a moment. Then he pulled out his 
alte from his hip pocket, opened it with the delibera- L 
a tion of age, and studied a document. “I seem to have forty 
_ pounds left on my letter of credit,” he said. “Will that 
be enough?” | eee 
She said, “I think so. Aristide will want all the payment | 
2 shat you can make because he is peasant, monsieur, you. 
understand. But he wishes to help us, and he will not 
stop the venture for that reason.” z ee 
< Howard said, “I would see that he got the difference 
hên the war is over.” E pe eT 
They talked of this for a little time: Then Nicole got : 
up from the table. “I must go and see the children. in 
their beds,” she said. ‘ ‘Madame Arvers has been very. kind, n 
but one should not leave everything to her.” ches a 
“I will come too,” he said. ‘ Tiegh have been x very g ‘good 
children. all day, and no trouble.” SE ee a e 
The children were all sleeping in one Toom, the two 
girls in the bed and the three little boys. upon a mattress 
on the floor, . covered with ough blankets. The: peasant 
voman was st ucking them up; she smiled broadly a as Nicol 





“and the old. man came in, , and disappeared Back into the Ae 
kitchen. Ronnie said, ‘ ‘My blanket smells of horses.” = 7 
-< Nothing was more probable, the old man thought. He 
said, “I ee you ‘ll dream that you’ re going for a ride 


y : ali night.” 


o Sheila said, “May I go ir a ride, too? 

“If you're very g good.” 

- Rose said, “May we stay here, now?” | Been 
<- Nicole sat down on her bed. “Why?” she said. “Don’ t — 
"yo want to see your father in London?” es 

La petite Rose said, “I thought London was a town.” 

“So it is. A very big town.” Eat 
a “I like being in the country like this,” Rose said. “This 
is like it was where we used to live.” 

-= Ronnie said, “But we're all going to London.” | 
P “Not all of you,” the old man said. “You and Sheila are 
going to live with your Aunt Margaret at Oxford.” 
oo “Are we? Is Rose going to live with Aunt Margaret 
S too?” 
“No. Rose is going to live with her Daddy i in London? | 
ee Sheila said, ods Pierre going to live with Aunt Mar- 
hte “No,” hé said. “ Pierre and Willem are going to o America 
= Se live with my daughter. Did you know I had a grown-up 
daughter, older than Nicole? She's | gota Tittle poy of 
ber own.” | ei OG 
-They stared at him incredulously. “What's his name? m 
Romie asked at isto a 
ch Moida? the old man n said. “He's the same age as 
Pierre.” 2 ee a See . : eer a 
: Pierre stared at ; them. “Won t you be coming with us?” 





































| “ey don’ t ‘think 80,” * Howard said. ar ‘think 1 shall have 
a work to do in England.” _ 
_ His lip trembled, “Won’ t Rose Ge coming?” 
_ Nicole slipped down by his bed. “It’s going to be lovely 
- in America,” she said gently. “There will be bright lights 
at night time, not like the blackout we have here. There 
is no bombing, nor firing guns at people from the air, 
‘There will be plenty | to eat, and nice, sweet things like Ey 
we all used to have. You will live at a place called ‘Coates 
- Harbor’ on Long Island, where Madame Costello has a 
© great big house in the country. And there is a pony for 
oe you to ride, and dogs to make friends with, like we all 
used to have before the war when we had food for dogs. 
_ And you will learn to sail a boat, and to swim and dive | 
like the English and Americans do, and to catch fish for — 
| pleasure. And you will feel quite safe then, because there ; 
is no war in America.” oe 
Pierre stared up at her. “Will you be COTES with me 
cas to America?” | | | i 
-She said quietly, “No, Pierre. I must stay here.” p 
== The corners of his mouth drooped. “I don’ t want to 7 
og alone.” o 
_. Howard said, “Perhaps Rose's. father will want hen to 
go too. Then she would go with you. You’ d like that, an 
wouldn't you?” a One eet Ces a, ea 
A - Sheila said, “May Ronnie and i go, Mr. Howard? Can 
we all go with Pierre?” | - a 
He said, AP. have to see about that. Your Aunt Mar- 
garet may want you in England. my a 
: -Ronnie said, “H she doesn’ t want us, may we go to 
Coates Harbor with Pierre?” _ | ae E 





















Be "Yes," “he aide “IE a wants you | out of England you a 


can all go to Coates Harbor together.” 
) “Coo,” 
doesn’t want us.’ 


After a time they got the children settled down to 


said tng little e anfeelingly. “I do ee she oe 


: i sleep; they went downstairs again, and out into. the garden oe 


until supper was ready. The old man said, 


“You know a good deal about my daughter’ S house in o 


America, mademoiselle.” 


She smiled. “John used to tell me about it,’ she said: ek 


“He had been out there, had he not, monsieur?” 


He nodded. “He was out there with Enid for a. time a 


ey in 1938. He thought a great deal of her husband, Costello.” : 


_ She said, “He told me all about it very early one morn- 


| ing, when we could not sleep. John loved America. He 
ae aviateur, you understand—he loved their technique.” _ 

Not for the first time the old man wondered doubt- : 
fully about the nature of that week in Paris. He said 

: vabsently, ‘He enjoyed that visit very much.” 


He roused himself. “I am a little bit worried about 


ee Pierre,” he said. “I had not thought of ee anybody 
over with him to America.” i 


She nodded. “He is sensitive, that one. ne will ber 


lonely and unhappy at first, but he will get. over Shee 
x Rose could go too it would be all right. a E 
© He faced her. “Why not go ae he suggested, me 
| “That would be best of all.” oe | yee ae 
oe “Go to America? That i is not possible at all monsieur.” a 
-Á little fear stole into his heart. “But you are coming as 
“to England, Nicsley a wep 
. She shook her head. “No, monsieur. T must say in : 
France.” - mS n SRN wÈ ns Ey i : : Hane 





le was suddenly deeply disappointed. “Do you really 
“think that is the best thing to do?” he said. “This country _ 
- is overrun with Germans, and there will be great hard- 
ships as the war goes on. If you came with us to England 
-you could live with mme in my house in Essex, or you could, 
go on to America with the children. That would be much ; 
better, Nicõle:” 2348 2% | | ES ag 
“She. said, “But, monsieur, I have n mother to con- 
sider.” | 
-He hesitated. “Would you like to try and get Bold of- 
= her, and take her with us? Life in France is going to be 
yery difficult, you know.” | 
She shook her head. “I know that things are going to 
be difficult, But she would not be happy i in England. 
Tn I should not be happy either—now.” 
“Have you ever been to England?” he asked curiously. 
She shook her head. “We had arranged that I should. 
-visit John in England in October, when he could get 
-leave again. I think he would have taken me to see you 
then, perpaps- But the war came, and there was no more 
leave. ... and travelling ‘was very difficult. I could not 
E a visa for my passport.” — Cp 
He said gently, “Make that mP to > England now, 
Nicole.” | Sito oe eae | 
She shook her head. “No, monsieur.” 
| “Why not?” T eo e Pa ne a 
She said, “Are you going t to America with the children, 





“He opened his South: to say that that: was quie ‘differ 


: a but shut it again without speaking. She divined a 


something of his thought, because she said, | | 
ooo “Either one is Frend or one is English, and it is not 
possible that one should be both at tke same time. And- 


in times of great trouble, one must Ay with one’s sown S 


country and do what one can to help.” 
| “He: said slowly, “I suppose so.” . ee 
i Pursuing her train of thought, she said, “rg Jin abd 

qe ’ she hesitated—“‘if we had married, I should have been 


oe nglish and then it would be different. But now lam 
not to be English, ever. I could not learn your different i 


< Ways, and the new life, alone. This is my place that Tes 
_ belong to, and I must stay here. You understand?” a 
` He said, “I understand that, Nicole.” He paused for a 
minute and then said, “I am getting to be an old man © 
now. When this war is over I may not find it very easy a 
to get about. Will you come and stay with me in England : 
5; for a little? Just for a week or two?” | eee 
She said, “Of course. Immediately that it is s possible to : 
travel, I will come.” | 
eS ET hey walk ed beid: each other i in vailence io the length 
: of the paddock. Presently she said, “Now for the detail o 
-the journey. Focquet will take the boat to- night from Le 
 Conguêt to go fishing up the Chenal as far as: Le Four. 


He will not return to Le Conquêt, but to-morrow night 


he will put into l’Abervrach to land his fish, ‘or to get bait, 
or on some pretext such as that. ‘He will sail again at 
midnight of to-morrow night and you must then be in 
the boat with him for he will go. direct to England. Mid- 
night i is the latest time that he can sail, in Order that he 
may be well away from the French coast before the dawn. | 
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“Howad a “Where i is this place I I Abervrach, made. ao 
moiselle? Is it far from here?” a 
_ She shrugged her shoulders. “F orty kilometres, no more. 
There is a little town behind it, four miles inland, called Hee 
<- Lannilis. We must go there to-morrow.” | 
-o “Are there many Germans in those parts?” Do 
"I do not know. Aristide is trying to find out the situ. l 
= ation there, and to devise something for us.’ r 

= The boy Marjan passed through the paddock on wi Aran 

-way to the house. Howard turned and called to him; he o 

hesitated, and then came to them. 
The old man said, “We are leaving here to-morrow, a 

> Marjan Do you still want to come with us?” 

The boy said, “To America?” 

“First we are going to try to get away to England. Ie 
we do that successfully, I will send you to America with | 
Pierre and Willem, to live with my et till the waT 
_is over. Do you want to go?” ap 
© The boy said in his awkward French, “If I stay with ie 
-= M. Arvers the Germans will find me and take me away. | 
ee Presently they will kill me, as they killed my mother and | 
as my father will be killed, because we are Jews. I would i 
< like to come with you.” = | ne 
n The old man said, “Listen to me. I do not mo ifl 
ye shall take you, Marjan. We may meet Germans on the ee 
Le way from this place to the coast; we may have to mix with 
- - them, eat at their canteens perhaps. If you show that you. = 
: hate them, they may arrest us all. I do not know if it is _ 
-safe to take you, if it is fair to Rose and Ronnie and Sau 
and Willem and to little Pierre.” E e a 
The boy said, “I shall not make trouble for you. Te 
will be better forr me to goi to America now; that i is what | 


















F want to do. It vonid a be be great i bood luck. e o 
<I could kill a German now; even if I could creep up to poe 
one in the darkness and rip him open with a sharp knife, 


‘I should be caught and killed. But in a few years’ time 
-IĮ shall be able to kill many hundreds of them, secretly, 


in the dark streets. That is much better, to wait and to. ee 


2 learn how these things should be managed properly.” 


Howard felt slightly sick. He said, “Can you control o 


7 yourself, if Germans are near by?” 


The boy said; “I can wait for years, monsieur, till my o 


2 | time comes.” 


Nicole said, “Listen, Marjan. You understand whae 28 


a Monsieur means? If you are taken by the Germans all © 


_ these little boys and girls will also be taken, and the Ger- as 


‘mans will do to them what they will do to you. It would 

be very wrong of you to bring that trouble on them.” 

_ He said, “Have no fear. I shall be good, and obedient, 
and polite, if you will take me with you. That is what one © 

_ must practise all the time, so that you win their confi __ 
dence. In that way you can get them at your ery B 
the end.” eee 


eh "Howard said, “All a Marjan. y We start in the morn- o 
“ing; be ready to come with us. Now go and have you 2 x 


Supper, and go up to bed.” 


wa He stood watching the boy as he made His way cowards 
“the house. ‘ “God ee what sort of world | we shall have a 


: when this is all over,” he said heavily. 


Nicole said, “I do not know. But whee. you are ‘doing: es 


-now will help us all, I think. To get these children viit, ee 
of Europe must be a good thingie ay es 
_ Presently they were called to die kitchen: for heir sup: oe 
er Afterwards, in the aon i Arvers talked to them. EEEN 





: “Listen,” he said, “and | I will tell you “what 1 have 


a b arranged.” 


He paused. “Lannilis i is ‘full ar Gamers: That iS four x 
miles from the coast, and the places at the coast itself, 
-T Abervrach and Portsall and places of that sort, are very _ 
lightly held or even not occupied at all. They do not- 


interfere with the traffic of the country, and this is what s 


I have devised for you.” 
_. He said, “Three miles this side of Lannilis there is a 
Peel free called Quintin, and he is to send a load of manure 
; to- -morrow to a fisherman called Loudeac, the captain of 
-the lifeboat at l'Abervrach, because Loudeac has a few 
fields on the hills and wants manure. I have arranged all 
that. The manure will be delivered in a cart with one 
‘ horse, you understand? You, m ’sieur, will drive the cart. 
- Mademoiselle and the children will. accompany you for 
~ the ride.” 
Howard. said, “That seems sound enough. N obody 
would suspect that.” 7 | et 
: | -Aristide glanced at him. “Tt will be necessary that you 
F should wear poorer clothes. That I can arrange” 0o 
< Nicole said, “How do we get into touch with Fooquet 
LORT mehr oee B 
oo The horse. dealer aid, “To-morrow night, Focquet wall 
come at nine o'clock to the estaminet upon the quayside. 
He will appear to be slightly. drunk, and he will ask for 
; Pernod des. Anges. | There is no such drink. In that way 
you will know him. The rest 1 will leave-to you.” o o 
Howard nodded. “How can we get to Quintin’ farm?” 
a8 take yen pee so far in the car. a dhar will be 





Drought’ ce a minute. “Tt will be better that you dioua 
-not start from Quintin’s farm much before five o clock” 
he said. “That will make it reasonable that you should be 
K in l’Abervrach at nightfall, and even that yen should spend 

: the night there, with Loudeac.” hoe ote? lp ae 
5 Nicole said, “What about Loudeac and Guintia; mon- oe 
iden? Do they know that Monsieur Howard and the chil- 

5 dren will escape?” ean 
< The man said, “Have no o fear, mademoiselle. Thisi is not 


so uncommon, in these times. They know all that they 


= wish to know, and they have been päid. They are good Oy 

“friends of mine.” 

- Howard said, “I must now pay you, monsieur.” 
They settled down together at the table. i 

Spon after that they went to bed: refreshed by a restful | 
day Howard slept well. In the morning he went down for 

coffee feeling better than he had felt for some days. _ 

_ Aristide said, “We leave after déjeuner. That will bo 
time enough. Now, I have borrowed clothes for Monsieur, 
You will not like them, but they are necessary.” a 
< The. old man did not like the clothes at all. They were | E 
very. dirty, a coarse, stained flannel shirt, a pair of tom 
blue cotton trousers, a dirty canvas pullover that had once _ 
been rusty. pink in colour, and a black, floppy. Breton 
casque. Wooden sabots were the footgear provided with 
this outfit, but the old man struck at those, and  Arvers a 
produced a torn and loathsome pair of boots. Sas 
It was some days since he had shaved. When he came | 
down to the kitchen Nicole smiled broadly. t is very 

ood,” she said. “Now, Monsieur Howard, t you walk 

the head- hanging down, and your mouth open a 
0. . And walk Slowly, a as if) you j ere. a n very. old 


































f “man. And be very ‘deaf and 1 very y stupid. q wilt talk for 
you.” : oS EU tg 
Arvers walked round himn, studying him critically. T do 
‘ “Rot think the Germans will find fault with that,” he said. 

They spent the rest of the morning studying appear- 
| e Nicole kept her black frock, but Arvers made her _ 

dirty it a little, and made her change to a very old pair of © 
~ low-heeled shoes belonging to his wife. With a shawl be- oe 
longing to Madame Arvers over her head, he passed her eo 
too. pata u 

© The children needed very little grooming. During the 
morning they had been playing at the duck-pond, and- 
-© were sufficiently dirty to pass muster without any painting 
of the lily. Ronnie and Willem were scratching themselves : 
a good deal, which added verisimilitude to the act. 
They started after déjeuner. Howard and Nicole 
thanked Madame Arvers for her kindness; she received 
their thanks with calm, bovine smiles. Then they all got 
into the little old de Dion van that Arvers kept for the : 
farm, and drove off down the road. E 
oo Ronnie said, “Are we going to the train that we’ re e go ; 
es ing to sleep in, Mr. Howard?” . oe 
“Not just yet,” he said. “We shall get out of the car pres- De 

Tedy and say good-bye to Monsieur Arvers, and then we 
- have a ride in a cart. You must all be very careful to opar 
, French only, all the time.” ee e a 
Sheila said, “Why must we speak French? I want to: 
speak English, like we used to.’ OU ads RE 
_. Nicole said gently, “We shall be among ‘the Germans. > 
They do not like people ` who speak. English. You r must be 
very careful to Speak only i in French.” sie fae 






Rose said suddenly, “ Marjan says the Germans cut t his sess 


mother’s hands off.” | | NE 

Howard said gently, ‘ ‘No more alk about the Germans 
now. Ina little time we shall get out, and have a ride in a 
. horse and cart.” He turned to Pierre. “What sort of noise’ 
does a horse make?” he asked, 
Pierre said shyly, “I dop’t know.” ae 

La petite Rose bent over him, “Oh, Pierre, of course- 
-you know!” “sy 


My great- aunt lives in Tours, 
In a house with a cherry tree 


With a little mouse (squeak, squeak) 
And a big lion (roar, roar) 


And a wood-pigeon (coo, coo). . 


That lasted them all the way through Landerneau, of 


which they caught only glimpses onh the windows at 
the back of the old van, and half way to Lannilis. 


` Presently the car slowed, turned off the road, and 


: bumped to a standstill. Arvers swung round to them from ae 
the driving seat. “This is the place,” he Ji o 


: quickly; it is not wise to linger here.” ne 
They opened the door at the back of the van, and got 
out, ‘They were in a very small farmyard, the farmhouse 
-itself little more than a workman’s cottage of grey stone. 
The air was fresh and sweet after the van, with a clear 
savour of the sea. In the warm sun, and looking at the grey : 
‘stone walls and roofs, Howard could have thoghe himself es 


A m Cornwall. 


There was a cart and horse, the cart half loaded wbo 


manure, the old grey horse tied t to the gate. Nobody wai We 
to bes seen. a ee oe 























- Arvers md “Now quickly, 1 monsieur, ‘before. a Geman 
| “pe on the road. ‘There i is the cart. You have everything ue 
7 quite cle ear? You take the dung to Loudeac, who lives up ~ 
on the hill above I’Abervrach, half a mile from the port. 
There you unload it; Mademoiselle Rougeron must bring 
back the cart to-morrow to this place. Focquet will be in — 
~ the estaminet to-night at nine o'clock, and he will be ex- 
- pecting you. He will ask for Pernod des Anges. Itis all 
: clear?” | | . cee, en 
“One thing,” the old man said. “This road leads straight: : 
to ‘Tapnilie”” | = | | re 
- “Assuredly. The horse dealer glanced nervously around. a 
_ “How do we get through Lannilis? How do we find the os 
k ‘road out of the town, to  Abervrach?” | F 
The hot sun beat down on them warmly from a cloud: . 
-Jess sky; the scent of briar mingled with the odour of ma 
- nure about them. Arvers said, “This road leads straight to 
the great church in the middle of the town. From the west 
-end of the church a road runs westwards; follow that 
-~ Where it forks at the outskirts of the town, by an adver- 
— tisement for Byrrh, take the right-hand fork. From there ; 
to l’Abervrach is seven kilometres: ? ooti n 26 Bee 
= Nicole said, “I have been that way before. I think i 
know the read.) 682 eet | moa ek pay ge 
oe The horse dealer said, “g will not nger, mademoiselle. = 
And you, you must move off from here at once,’ He 
- turned to Howard. “That is all that I can do for you, mon 
sieur. Good luck. In happier days, we may meet again.” 
The old man said, “I shall. look £ forward to thanking 
you again for so much kindness.” : ee 
: Arvers swung himself up into the seat of the ola vañ, 
backed out i into the road, and vanished i in a white cloud of 




































i “dust. ‘Howard: locked: ‘around; there was ‘no ) movement 
from the house, which stood deserted in the afternoon 
| sun. 

Nicole said, “Come, children, up you go.” 

Willem and Marjan swung themselves up into the cart; ae 

_ the English children, with Pierre and Rose, hung back. ee 
> Ronnie said doubtfully, “Is this the cart you said we were ‘aise 

-going to bave a ride in?” Lo AN a 

= Rose said, “It is a dung cart. Jt is not correct to ride: in | 

a cart full of horse dung, mademoiselle. My aunt would be ; 

a cross with me if I did that.” | ee 

Nicole said brightly, “Well, I’m going to. You can wall o 

| with monsieur and help lead the horse, if you like.” She | 

X ‘bustled the other children into the cart before her; it was” | 

only half full and there was room for all of them to stand 
and sit upon the edges of the sides in front of the load. 

© Pierre said, “May I walk with Rose and lead the horse?” 

- Nicole said, “No, Pierre, you’re too small for that and 

-the horse walks too quday: You can stroke his nose when 
we get there.” ea 

_ Howard untied the bridle from the gate, and ied the 

z horse out into the road. He fell into a steady, easy shamble 

beside the horse, head hanging down. i ae ee 

For an hour and a half they went on like that before. 
they reached the first houses of Lannilis. In the cart Nicole 
kept the children happy and amused; from time to time 

the old man heard a little burst of laughter above the clop, 

; clop of the hooves of the old horse. La petite Rose walked 
on beside him, barefoot, treading lightly. o 

-They passed a good deal of German transport on ‘the 

toad. From time to time lorries would come up behind 

them and they. would pull i in to > the aight to let them pass, 







































oe the grey-faced, ‘stolid soldiers staring < at them incuriously. | 
`. Once they met a platoon of about thirty infantry marching 
towards them down the road; the Oberleutnant in charge 
looked them over, but did not challenge them. Nobody 
0 showed much interest in them until they came to Lannilis. 
On the outskirts of the town they were stopped. There 
_ was a barricade of an elementary nature, of two old motor 
cars drawn ‘half across the road, leaving only a small pas-. 
-< sage between. A sentry strolled out sleepily in the hot 
-. afternoon, and raised his hand. Howard pulled up the 
- horse and stared at him, and mumbled something with 
_ head hanging and mouth open. An Unteroffizier came 
ee from the guardhouse, and looked them over. 
© + He asked in very bad French, “Where are you taking 
“this to?” i 
© = The old man raised his head a little and put his hand 
< to one ear. “Eh?” 
The German repeated his question in a louder tone. 

“Loudeac,” the old man said. “Loudeac, outside I Aber- 
vrach.” 
~The Unteroffizier looked at Nicole. “And Madame goes 
E too?” T 
< Nicole smiled at him, and put her hand upon Pierre’ ee 
‘shoulder. “It is the little one’s birthday,” she said. “Te is 
not easy to make féte these days. But as my uncle has to 
make this trip this afternoon, and as the load is only half 
and therefore easy for the horse, we make this little jour- oh 
“ney for an outing for the children.” oo ea. a la 
‘The old man nodded. “It i is not easy t to make a treat for ae 
children i in times like these.” See Coe ti a 
<e The U nteroffizier smiled. “Proceed,” obe said a 
: ’ Many happy returns of the days? o a a 
: ooo 888 















' Howard 1 jerked up ve old bere ‘and o a up ee 


street. There was little traffic to be seen, partly because 
_the French were keeping within doors, partly no doubt 


because of the heat of the afternoon. A few houses were 


evidently requisitioned by the Germans; there were Ger- 
man soldiers lounging at the windows of bare rooms clean- = 
ing their equipment, in the manner of soldiers all over the > 


world. None of them paid any attention to the dung cart. 


By the great church in the middle of the town three ` 
tanks were drawn up in the shade of the plane trees, with _ 


half a dozen lorries. From one large house the swastika : 


flag floated lazily in the hot summer afternoon from a : 


short staff stuck out of a first floor window. 


They paced steadily through the town, past shops ahd: i 


= residences, past German officers and German soldiers. At 


the outskirts of the town they took the right fork at the 


-advertisement for Byrrh, and left the last houses behind 
them. Presently, blue and hazy in a dip between two fields, ae 
the old man saw the sea. ory 

His heart leaped when he saw it. All his life he had 
taken pleasure from the sight and savour of the sea. In its 
-misty blueness between the green fields it seemed to him 


almost like a portion of his own country; England seemed 
-very close. By to-morrow evening, perhaps, he would have 
-crossed that blue expanse; he would be safe in England 
with the children. He trudged on stolidly, but his s heart 


was burning with desire to be at home. 


-Presently Rose became tired; he stopped the cart aad 


helped: her into it. Nicole got down and walked beside 
bint eee co "m Mi 

“There | is the sea,’ a said. “You have not very. far to 
E now, monsieur.” o O E ae 
















“Not v very far,” he said. o ol ae E K nge 
“You are glad?” pan Tan a 
He glanced at her. “I should be very, very glad, but for 


one thing,” he said. ‘ “I would like you to be coming with 
us. Would you not do that?” 


= She shook her head. “N O, monsieur.” 


- They walked on in silence for a time. At last he said To 
shall never be able to thank you for what you have done 
- for us.’ 

She said, “I have benefited the most.” 

“What do you mean?” he asked. 


és “She said, “It was a very bad time, when you came. I do 
“not know if I can make you understand.” They walked on 
in the hot sun in silence for a time. “I loved John very 
~ much,” she said simply. “Above all things, I wanted to be. 
-an Englishwoman. And I should have been one, but for 


the war. Because we meant to marry. Would you have 
a “minded that very much?” 


He shook his head. “I should have welc 
"you know that?” oe 

She said, “I know that now. But at the time I- was .ter- ge 
“bly afraid of you. We might have been married if I had 3 
not been so foolish, and delayed.” She was silent 
` minute. “Then John—John was killed. And ; 
time, nothing went right any more. The Germans drove 
us back, the Belgians surrendered, and the English ran 
back to their own country from Dunkirk and France y 
owas left to fight alone.. Then all the papers, and the radio, 
be ) say bad things of the English, t 
‘treacherous, that they had never really mea 


battle with us. ‘Horrible ‘things, monsieur.” 
ee “Did you believe them?” } 
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7 She said, “ Ty was more ‘unhappy than you could believe.” a 
“And now? Do you still believe those things?” n 
She said, ‘ ‘I believe this, that there was r nothing shame- . 
jul in my love for John. I think that if we had been mar- 
ried, if I had become an Englishwoman, I should have | 
been happy for the remainder of my life.” 


She paused. “That is a very precious thought, monsieur. ~ 2 
For a few weeks it was clouded with doubts, and spoilt. 
Now it is clear once more; I have. regained the thing that 


7 Í had lost. I shall not lose it again.’ a 
They breasted a little rise, and there beot them lay 
the river, winding past the little group of houses that was 
~ PAbervrach, through a long lane of jagged reefs out to the _ 
open sea. The girl said, “That is ! Abervrach. Now you are 
very near the end of your journey, Monsieur Howard.” __ 
They walked in silence, leading the horse, down the — 
road to the river and along the waterfront, past the ce- . 
ment factory, past the few houses of the village, past the 
_ lifeboat house and the little quay. Beside the quay there. 
was a German E boat apparently in trouble with her en- - 
gines, for a portion of her deck amidships was removed 


and: was lying on the quay beside a workshop lorry; men 
-in overalls were busy upon her. A few German soldiers 
~ lounged upon the quay, watching the work and. smoking. e 


z -They went on past the estaminet and out into the coun- - 

ony: again. Presently they turned - up the hill in a lane full 

a of sweetbriar, and so came to the little farm of Loudeac. 

ce AS peasant in a musty, red canvas s pullover r met them at : 
“the gate. = 8 | 

Howard said, “From Quintin.” 

The man. nodded, and: indicated the midden. “Put 1t 
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“there,” he a “And then go away a. I wish you 
- good luck, but you must not stay here.” 
“That is very well understood.” 

_ The man vanished into the house, nor did ney see him 
again. It was getting towards evening; the time was nearly 
- eight o’clock. They got the children down out of the cart 
and backed the horse till the load was in the right place 
to tip; then they tipped the waggon and Howard cleared 
it with a spade. In a quarter of an hour the job was done. 

-© Nicole said, “There is time enough, and to spare. If we 
go. now to the estaminet, we can get supper for the little 
ones—coffee, perhaps, and bread and butter.” 
-© Howard agreed. They got into the empty cart and he 
-jerked up the horse; they moved out of the stable yard 
< -and down the road towards the village. At a turn of the 
-road the whole entrance to the harbour lay before them, 
sunny and blue in the soft evening light. In the long 
. reach between the jagged rocks there was a fishing boat 
-with a deep brown lug sail coming in from the sea; faintly 
tey heard the putter of an engine. 
‘The old man glanced at the girl. “Focquet,” he said. 
_ She nodded. “I think so.’ 
oe | They went on down to the village. At the estaminet, OPE 
under the incurious glances of the German soldiers, they _ 
got out of the cart; Howard tied the bridle of the old 
_ horse to a rail. | one 
he -Ronnie said in French, “Is that a torpedo boat? May v we : — 
©. and see it?” ogo | | poe 
| “Not now,’ i said Nicole, ae re going to have supper ae 


a 
















“What are we going to have for supper?” | ae 
They v went into » the estaminet. There were a few fisher- ht 


| “Pied Piper == : 


men ‘there sanding by the bar, who looked at them nae 


rowly; it seemed to Howard that they had divined his se- : ee 
cret as soon as they set eyes on him. He led the children to 
a table in a far corner of the room, a little way away from 


the men. Nicole went through to the kitchen of the place 
to speak to Madame about supper for the children. : 


Supper came presently, bread and butter and coffee for a 
the children, red wine mixed with water for Nicole and =~ 
the old man. They ate uneasily, conscious of the glances 
at them from the bar, speaking only to assist the children ` 
in their meal. It seemed to Howard that this was the real 
crux of their journey; this was the only time when he had 


felt his own identity in question. The leaden time crept i 
on, but it was not yet nine o’clock. 5 
© Their meal finished, the children became restless. It waso 
still not nine o'clock, and it was necessary to spin out time. 
Ronnie said, wriggling in his chair, “May we get down 
and go and look at the sea?” 
= It was better to have them out of the way than calling Sy 


fresh attention to the party in the estaminet. Howard said, — 
“Go on. You can go just outside the door and lean over 


the harbour wall. Don’t go any further than that.” o 
Sheila went with him; the other children stayed quiet ob 


in their seats. Howard ordered another bottle of the thin 
ae red wine. 


At ten minutes ; past nine a big, “ broddshouldered young ‘ 


: : man in fisherman’ s red poncho and séa boots, rolled into.” 
go the estaminet. One would have said that he had visited 
oo competitive establishments on the ` way, because he reeled 


sae a little at the bar. He took in all the. occupants of the 
estaminet i in ) one swift, revolving glance | like a | lighthouse. 


ee eae F 
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“Hal” he said. “Give me a Pernod des Anges, and to a 
hell with the sale Boche.” -z i 
-The men at the bar said, “Quietly. There aré Germans 
outside.” | | | 
The girl behind the bar wrinkled her brows. “Pernod. 
des Anges? It is a pleasantry, no doubt? Ordinary Pernod. 
for M’sieur.” A 4 | 
~ `The man said, “You have no Pernod des Anges?” 
“No, m’sieur. I have never heard of it.” | a 
The man remained silent, holding to the bar with one 
< hand, swaying a little. 
_ Howard got up and went to him. “If you would like to 
-join usina glass of the rouge,” he said. | he ee 
_ “Assuredly.” The young man left the bar, and crossed — 
with him to the table. ap 
-< Howard said quietly, “Tet me introduce you. This is 
my daughter-in-law, Mademoiselle Nicole Rougeron.” 
oo The young man stared at him. “You must be more care- ` 
_ ful of your French idiom,” he said softly out of the corner. > 
of his mouth. “Keep your mouth shut, and leave the talk- 
_ ing to me.” ge oe gs ne 
He slumped down into a seat beside them. Howard - 
-poured him out a glass of the red wi 
_ added water to it, and drank. He said 
matter. My boat liés at the quay, but I cannot take you on — 
board here, because of the Germans. You must wait here. 
till it is dark, and then take the footpath to the Phare des ee 
Vaches—that is an automatic light on the rocks, half a mile 
towards the sea, that is not now in use. I will meet you 
there with the boat.” AL eee a ey ee 
Howard said, “That is clear enough. How 




























ne; the young man x 
quietly, “Here is the 
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do we get on 





- Focquet proceeded: to tell him. Hoa was sitting with = 

: his back to the estaminet door, facing Nicole. As he şat- 
listening to the directions his eye fell on the girl’s face. 
strained and anxious. | 
“Monsieur .. .” she said, and stopped. x 
There was a heavy step behind him, and a few words os 

= spoken in German. He swung round in his chair; the. 
young Frenchman by his side did the same. There was a. i 


German soldier there, with a rifle. Beside him was one of 
the engineers from the E boat by the quay, in stained blue kee 


ey 


‘The moment remained etched upon the old man’s mem- a 


ory. In the background the fishermen around the bar ~ 

stood tense and motionless; the girl had paused, cloth in 

hand, in the act of wiping a glass. a 
It was the man in dungarees who spoke. He spoke in 


io English with a German-American accent. 


o he said. “How many of you guys are Britishers?” : 
_ There was no answer from the group. s 
He said, “Well, we'll all just get along to the guardroom 
3 and have a lil’ talk with the Feldwebel. And don’ t let any i 
SOE you start getting fresh, because. that ain’t going to do 
any good. ede 

He repeated himself i in very elementary French. 





Tiom was a torrent of words from Focquet, rather ; 


Bek cleverly poured out with well- simulated alcoholic indigna- 


tion. He knew nothing, he said, of these others; he was 
Just taking a glass of wine with them—there was no harm 


a in that. He was about to sail, to catch the tide. If he went 


-with them to the guardroom there would be no fish for 
-` déjeuner to-morrow, and how would they like that? Lands- 
-men could never see further than their own noses. What 
_ about his boat, moored at the quay Who would look after 
= that? 

< The sentry prodded him roughly in the back with the 

butt of his rifle, and Focquet became suddenly silent. =. 

"Two more Germans, a private and a Gefreiter, came 

hurrying in; the party were hustled to their feet and 

herded out of the door. Resistance was obviously useless. 
-The man in dungarees went out ahead of them, but he re- 


-appeared in a few minutes, bringing with him Ronnie and weeks 


- Sheila. Both were very much aa Sheila in tears. 
a “Say,” he said to Howard, “I guess these belong to you. 
‘They talk English. prety, fine, finer'n any one could; 
learn it.” ae eas og Gane es 
| “Howard took one ‘el ‘them hand i in hand with him on 


each side, but said nothing. The man in dungarees stared 


oddly a at him for a panies and remained standing staring, me 
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sae ON as her were since i Ova: the guard ; me 


room, in the gathering dusk. 


Ronnie said, frightened, “Where are we going to now, 
Mr. Howard? Have the Germans got us?” 


Howard said, “We’re just going with them for a little oe 
business. Don’t be afraid; they won’t do DIe to o 


-hurt us.” ae 
= The little boy said, “I oid Sheila you would be angry Bae 
if she talked English, but she would do it.” | 


Nicole said, “Did she talk English to the man in a the a 


overall?” o 
© Ronnie nodded. Then he glanced up timorously at the 
‘old man. “Are you angry, Mr. Howard?” he ventured. 


‘There was no point in making more trouble for eee ; 


= : children than they had already coming to them. “No,” he 
© said. “It would have been better if she hadn’t, but we x 
won't say any more about it.” ‘ 


_ Sheila was still crying Difteri “I like talking English,” A 
-she wailed. 


“Howard stooped and wiped her eyes; the aai con- E 


E siderately enough, paused for a moment while he did so. 


oe “Never oe he said. “You can talk as much es as ER. 


-= you like now.’ 


She walked. on with him soberly, in + snitfing, moist 


oe silence. 


A couple of hundred ae up the road to Lannilis they a 


me oo wheeled to the right, and marched i in to the house 
; - that was the suardroom. In a bare room the Feldwebel. 
was hastily buttoning his tunic as they came in. He sat 


down. behind a- bare trestle table; their guara: ranged 
Dae them i in front of him. | aa i 
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He glanced them up and down seomnfally.” ‘So,” he said: 
: : at last. “Legitimations-papiere.” 
- Howard could understand only a few words of German, 
the others nothing at all. They stared at him Pag 
h “Cartes d'identité!” he said sharply. 
= Focquet and Nicole produced their French identity 
“aids; the man studied them in silence. Then he looked 
= up. Howard put down his British passport on the bare- 
table, in the manner of a man who plays the dast card of z a 
losing hand. i 
‘The Feldwebel smiled faintly, took it up, and studied 
-it with interest. “So!” he said. “Engländer. Winston 
Churchill.” | o th 
“He raised his eyes and studied the children. In difficult 
-French he asked if they had any papers, and appeared sat- 
Be isfied when told that they had not. : 
Then he gave a few orders in German. The party were 
searched for weapons, and all they had was taken from - 
_ them and placed on the table—papers, money, watches, _ 
se and personal articles of every sort, even their hand- 
_ kerchiefs. Then they were taken to another room with a _ 
few palliasses laid out upon the floor, given a blanket each, 
: : and left. The window was barred over roughly | with : : 
| wooden beams; outside it in the road a sentry stood « on 


$ Howard turned to Focquet. “J am very sorry this has 
happened, ? he said. He felt that the Frenchman had not 
even had a run for his money. SEE SE 
The young man shrugged his shoulders philosophically. 
“Th was a chance to travel and to see the world, with de 
Gaulle, a he said. “Another chance will come.” He threw 





: “himself down on one of thé palllasied pulled: the blanket 
round him, and composed himself to sleep. ee 


_ Howard and Nicole arranged the palliasses in two pairs z 


to make beds for the little boys and the little girls and oF 
them settled down to ee There remained one mattress. 


7 Over. 


“You take that, ” he said. “TI shall not sleep to-night.” 
‘She shook her head. “Nor I either.” TE 
Half an hour later they were sitting side by side leaning 

against the wall, staring out of the barred window ahead- 

of them. It was practically dark within the room; outside 
the harbour showed faintly in the starlight and the last a 
glow of evening. It was still quite warm. : 

_ She said, “They will examine us in the morning What 

-shall we say?” f 

“There's only one thing we can say. Tell them the exact 


Strath.” 


She considered this for a moment. “We must not bring 


Loe oe Arvers, nor Loudeac or Quintin if we can avoid it.” 


He agreed. “They will ask. where I got these clothes. : 


ce Can you say that you gave them to me?” 


She nodded. ‘That will do. Also, I will say that I knew 


ag Focquet and arranged with him, myself.” 


She crossed to the young man, now half aien. and | 


-spoke earnestly to him for a few moments. He grunted in 


Zo the irl came back to Howard and sat down . 
again. eee | Ae ee 

“One more ting” he said. “There i is Marjan, Shall } 1 

a say that I picked him up upon t theroad?? 

She nodded. ‘On the road, before you came to Chartres 

I will s see e that he understands that.” oo oe 
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“He ad doubtfully, “That should be all eG so jone | 
a they don’t crossexamine the children.” 

They sat in silence for a long`time after that. Presently 

-© she stirred a little by him, shifting to a more comfortable 

position. 

-< “Go and lie down, Nicole, ” he said. “You must get some 
sleep. 
| “I do not want to sleep, monsieur,” she said. “Truly i 
am better sitting here like this.” 

“Pye been thinking about things,” he said. 
“I also have been thinking.” 

: “He turned to her in the darkness. “I am so very sorry 
to have brought you in to all this trouble,” he said quietly. 

“I did want to avoid that, and I thought that we were 

„going to.” | | 

She shrugged her shoulders. “It does not matter.” She 

=- hesitated. “I have been thinking about different things to : 
that.” | 

j- ` “What things?” he asked. g 

“When you introduced Fooaue tayon said I was your 
 daughterin- law.” oe 

yee “TE had to Say something, ” he remarked. “And that’s very ee 

oneatly true.” T 
> In the dim light he looked in to her eyes, smiling a 
+ little. “Isn’t it?” É 

- “Is that how you think of me?” 

“Yes,” he said simply. | = 

-There was a long'silence in the prison. One of the chit 7 
dren, probably Willem, stirred and whimpered Pe in l , 

his sleep; outside the guard paced on the dusty road. 

-At last she said, “What we did was wrong—very wrong.” oar 

She turned towards him. ey L did not mean to do : 
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wrong when went to Paris, neither did John, We did: not st ue 


on go with that in mind at all. I do not want that you should ' 


think it was his fault. It was nobody’ s fault, neither of us. : 
Also, it did not seem wrong at the time.” oy 
His mind drifted back fifty years. “I know,” he said. n 


“That’s how these things happen. But you aren’t sorry, are : ee 


your 3? 


She did not answer that, but she went on more easily. E 


“He was very, very naughty, monsieur. The understand- 
ing was that I was to show him Paris, and it was for that — 
= that I went to Paris to meet him. But when the time 
came, he was not interested in the churches or in the mu- 
seums, or the picture galleries at all.” There was a touch ` 


of laughter in her voice. “He was only interested in me.” 
©- “Very natural,” he said. It seemed the only thing to say. © 
“Tt was very embarrassing, I assure you; I did not know, 

what I should do.” a 
He laughed. “Well, you made your mad up in a the 
end. E o 

She said reproachfully, “Monsieur—it is not a matter to 
laeh over. You are just like John. He also used to laugh 


at things like that.” 


He said, “Tell me one hna Nicole. Did ba ask you if 


a you would marry him?” Oe 

She said, “He wanted that we should marry in Ta be: 

| - - fore he went back to England. He said. Det under English 
<o Jaw, that would be possible.” os 


| Why. didn’t you?” he asked curiously. | oe 
She: was silent for a minute. Then she said, ‘ “I was s afraid : 


ond ; of you, monsieur.” 


o “Of me?” oe 





” She nodded: “Ty was s terrified. It now a verv y silly, te | 


| but-it was so.” 
i He struggled to understand. “What were you frightened 
of” he asked. pre 
© She said, “Figure it to yourself. Your son would have 
‘brought home a foreign girl, that he had married very 


= suddenly in Paris. You would have thought that he had 


been foolish in a foreign city, as young men sometimes 
are. That he had been trapped by a bad woman in to an 
- unhappy marriage. I do not see how you could have 
thought otherwise.” 

= “If I had thought Ba at first,” he said, “I shouldn’t 
5 have thought it for long.” ate | 

= “I know that now. That is what John told me at the 

! time. But I did not think that it was right to take the risk. 
told John, it would be better for everybody that we 

should be a little more discreet, you understand.” | 
= “I see. You wanted to wait a bit.” ne 
= She said, “Not longer than could be helped. But S 

: wanted very much that everything should be correct, that 


-we should start off right. Because, to be married, it is for 


all one’s life, and one marries not only to the man but to 


" the relations also. And in a mixed marriage things are cer- 


tain to be difficult, in any case. And so, I said that I would- 


come to England for his next leave, in September or Octo- 
ber, and we would meet in London, and he could then 


take me to see you in your country home. And then you ; 3 
would - write to my father, and everything would be quite, : 
in order and correct.” oS 
“And then the war came,” ‘he said quietly. Caro oo 
She repeated, ‘ ‘Yes, monsieur, then the war came. It was. 
not : then possible for ; me to visit England. Tt would almost 





Shave owe easier r for John to visit Paris < again, a he could | & 
get no leave. And so I went on struggling to get my permis pe | 
and the visa month after month. 4 m 
_ “And then,” she said, “they wrote to tell me nat had ORS 
happened.” | gh oa 
es. They sat there for a long time, practically in silence. 
; The air grew colder as the night went on. Presently the _ 
old man heard the girl’s breathing grow more regular and 
knew she was asleep, still sitting up upon the bare wooden ae 
- floor. 5 
After a time she stirred, and fell half over. He got up 
_ stiffly and led her, still practically asleep, to the palliasse, 
_ made her lie down, and put a blanket over her. In a i short 
-time she was asleep again. : 
For a long time he stood by the window, looking out 
2 over the harbour mouth. The moon had risen; the white 
. plumes of surf upon the rocks showed clearly on the black- 
-ness of the sea. He wondered what was going to happen to 
them all. It might very well be that he would be taken 
‘from the children and serit to a concentration camp; that 


a for. him would be the end, before so very long. “The: 


: “thought of what might happen to the children distressed | 
him terribly. At all costs, he must do his best to stay at 
o liberty. If he could manage that it might be possible for- 


him to make a home for them, to look after them till the - 


war was over. A home i in Chartres, perhaps, not far from 
Nicole and her mother. It would. take little money to live 
-simply with them, in one room or in two rooms at the | 
most: The thought of penury did not distress. him var 
“much: His old life seemed very, very far away. “es 
| Presently the blackness of the night began t to j pale to- : 
wards the east, andi it t grew colder still. He moved back to 
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: “the wall and. ‘wrapped i in a blanket, sat down i ina corner. a 

Presently he fell into an uneasy sleep. | | 
_ At six o'clock the clumping of the oden boots in the 
corridor outside woke him from a doze. He stirred and sat 
a upright; Nicole was awake and sitting up, running her fin- | 


<- without a comb. A German Oberschütze came in and made 
By _ Signs to them to get up, indicating the way to the toilet. 


7 R of bread, and a large jug of bitter coffee. They 


gers through her hair in an eadevourto put it into order 


Presently a private brought them china bowls, some 


_breakfasted, and waited for something to happen. They — soe 












were silent and depressed; even the children caught the 
5 atmosphere and sat about in gloomy inactivity. 

< Presently the door was flung open, and the Feldwebel 
“was there with a couple of privates. “Marchez,” he said. << 
“Allez, vite.” | 
| They were herded out, and into a grey, camouflaged 
motor lorry with a closed, van-like body. The two German 


and locked upon them. The Feldwebel got into the seat _ 


ie privates got into this with them and the doors were shut — 





beside the driver, turned and inspected them through a 









mo little hatchway to the driver’s compartment. The ey 
| started, . 





_ They were taken to Lannilis, and alaldi at t the bis. | : x 


i house opposite the church, from the window of which | i 











-tidor between their guards. The Feldwebel went into ae 
< door, and closed it behind him. ea 
_ -They waited thus for over half an hour. The children, l 
“apprehensive and docile at the first, became bored and : 
- restless. Pierre said, in his small voice, “Please, monsieur, : 
: may I go out and play i in the eae? z ; 





-floated the swastika flag. Here they were herded into a cor- 
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: Sheila and Roa said | in unison, and very quickly, a 
oa. ~ "May I go too?” | n 
Howard said, “Not just now. You'll have to stay here 
i for a little while.” | 
© Sheila said mutinously, “I don't want to stay here. E. 
-want to go out in the sun and play.” | ad ye 
_ Nicole stooped to her and said, “Do you ‘remember ee 
Babar the Elephant?” oe 
` — The little girl nodded. 
“And Jacko the Monkey? What did he do?” aoo 
_ Laughter, as at a huge, secret joke. “He climbed up ie 
Babar’s tail, right up on to his back!” : 
“Whatever did he do that for?” co 
_ The stolid, grey-faced Germans looked on ainia. e 
A ‘uncomprehending. For the first time in their lives they 
_. were seeing foreigners, displaying the crushing might and — 
~ power of their mighty land. It confused them and per- 
plexed them that their prisoners should be so flippant as 
to play games with their children in the corridor outside _ 
_ the very office of the Gestapo. It found the soft spot in the 
armour of their pride; they felt an insult which could not 
Lo be properly defined. This was not what they had under __ 
< — stood when their Führer last had spoken from the Spore 
<o Palast. This victory was not as they had Toue that ie 
_ would be. a 
we The door opened, the sentries sprang to sienden: dick- a 
ee ing their heels. Nicole glanced upwards, and then stood _ 
S voup holding Sheila in one hand. From the office the Feld 
- webel cried “Achtung!” and a young officer, a Rittmeister — 
of the Yank Corps, came out. He was dressed i in a black | 
- uniform not unlike the British battle dress; on his head 
hew wore a a black beret garnished with the eagle a and swas 
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| aa and a a E badge. On his shoulder straps an 
ni - aluminum skull and crossbones gleamed dull upon the 
` black cloth. | 
_ Howard straightened up, and Focquet took his hands 
Sour of his pockets. The children stopped chattering to- 
stare curiously at the man in black. | 
= He had a notebook and a pencil in his hand. He spoke 
| to Howard first. “Wie heissen Sie?” he asked. “Ihr Famil- 
 lenname und Taufname? Ihr Beruf?” | 
_ Somebody translated into indifferent French, and the 
Ce particulars of all the party were written down. As regards 
- Mationality, Howard declared himself, Sheila, and Ronnie 
to be English; there was no use denying it. He said that 
Willem and Marjan were of nationality unknown. n 
The young officer in black went back into the office. In a 
"a few minutes the door was flung open again and the party 
-were called to attention. The Feldwebel came to the door. _ 
“Folgen Sie mir! Halt! Rührt Euch!” They found them- 


selves in the office, facing a long table. Behind this sat the 


officer who had interrogated them in the passage. By hig : 


‘side was an older man with a square, close-cropped head 
and a keen, truculent expression. He held himself very 
` straight and stiff as if he were in a straight waistcoat, and 


he also wore a black uniform, but more smartly cut, and 
witha shoulder belt in black leather resembling the Sam 
Browne. This man, as Howard eee. learned, wasi 

Major Diessen of the Gestapo. ace, e 
He stared at Howard, looking him. up and down, noting 
the clothes he wore, the Breton casque upon his head, the | 
: stained rust-coloured ‘Poncho pker the. ens blue overall : 





. still have English gentlemen. travelling in Franice,”* Be 
paused. “Nice and Monte Carlo,” he said. “I hope that - : 
you have had a very nice time.” Er 

© The old man was silent. There was no point in 1 trying : 

> to answer the taunts. 


_ The officer turned to Nicole. “You are French,” he said, 2 


a fercely and vehemently. “You have been helping: this aa ae 


in his secret work against your country. You are a traitor 


i to the Armistice. I think you will bė shot for this.” 


The girl stared at him, dumbfounded. Howard: said, a 
“There is no need to frighten her. We are quite ready to 
tell you the truth.” N 
“I know your English truth, z he Gestapo officer re 
- plied. “I will find my own, even if I have to whip vey. 
2 inch of skin from her body and pull out every fingernail.” — 
= Howard said quietly, “What do you want to know?” , 
_ “T want to know what means you used to make her help 
youi in your work.” ur - 
There was a small, insistent tug at the old man’s 5 sleeve. ; 


S Heg glanced down, and it was Sheila, whispering a request, | 


- “Presently,” he said gently. “You must w a little.” 
- “I can’t wait,” she said. “I want to go now.’ +e 
ee -The old man turned to the- Gestapo officer. “There i is Be) 
small matter that requires attention,” he said placidly. He. 
indicated Rose. “May this one take this little girl = 
o for a minute? ‘They will come back. a ar aoo | 
< The young ‘Tank Corps officer mild broadly; ¢ even the, 
Gestapo man relaxed a little. The Rittmeister spoke to the 
_ sentry, who sprang to attention and escorted. the t two little 


g Howard. said, “T will answer your question § so 5 far as. I 
can. I bave no work i in France, but I was i ryme to > get ba 
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ep England wh Ea children. As ior this young lady, e 
she was a great friend of my son, who is now dead. We 
have known each other for some time.” | 
Nicole said, “That is true. Monsieur Howard came to 
on ‘us in Chartres when all travelling to England had been 
_ stopped. I have known Focquet here since I was a little 


ae willing on account of the regulations.” 


she got away with that one it let Focquet out completely. 
"The officer’s lips curled. “I have no doubt that Mister — 
- Howard wanted to return to England,” he said drily. dt 
EE getting quite too hot here, for fellows of his sort.” i 
_ He said suddenly, and sharply, “We captured Charen- n 
ton. He is to be executed to-morrow, by shooting.” a 
There was a momentary silence. The German eed the 
= party narrowly, his keen eyes running from one to the 
other. The girl wrinkled her brows in perplexity. The 
: young Rittmeister of the Tank Corps sat with an impas- 
sive face, drawing a pattern on his blotting pad. | ee 
| - Howard said at last, “I am afraid I don’t quite under- E : 
stand what you mean. I don’ t know Gwo. called > 
: Charenton.” wi = a 
oe NO, said the German. “And you do not know your eae 
a Major Cochrane, nor Room 212 on the second floor of ate 
ane War Office in Whitehall. ee ee a 
a The old man could feel the scrutiny of everybody in > 
nae the: room ‘upon him. L have never been in the War n 
be Office,” he said, “and I know nothing about the rooms. D 
| used to know a Major Cochrane who had a house near 
ee | a58- : 































































- girl. We were trying to induce him to take Monsieur and sie 
~ the children back to England in his boat, but he was un- a 


The old man stood silent, in admiration òf the girl. IE a 


og Totnes, but he died i in 1924- That i is the only Cochrane 
that I ever knew.” 


The Gestapo officer smiled without mirth. “You expect : y i 


~ me to believe that?” 
“Yes, I do,” the old man said. “Because it is the truth.” 


- + Nicole interposed, speaking in French. “May I sya 

Ae word? There is a misunderstanding here, truly there is. 

$ Monsieur Howard has come here directly from the Jura, _ oh 
stopping only with us in Chartres. He. will tell you 


. himself.” 


Howard said, “That is so. Would you like ‘6 hear how 2 

_. [came to be here?” l ae 

| The German officer looked ostentatiously at his wrist 
-watch and leaned back in his chair, insolently bored. “If K 


-you must,” he said indifferently. “I will give you three 
~ minutes.” a | | 
~~ Nicole plucked his arm. ‘Tell also who the children are, z 
a and where they came from,” she said urgently. re 


_ The old man paused to collect his thoughts. It was im- 
` possible for him, at his age, to compress his story into 

<- three minutes; his mind moved too slowly. “I came to s me 

France from England in the middle of April,” he said. “Eo. 


stayed a night or two in Paris, and then I went on and o 
> -stayed a night in Dijon. You see, I had arranged to go tò 


a called Cidoton in the pia for a little fishing S 


og holiday.” 


The ‘Gestapo. officer sat up suddenly, Aa d o ae : 


: life. ‘What sort of fish?” he barked. “Answer me—quick!” 


ne Howard- stared at him. “Blue trout,” he said. “Some Fa 
imes you get a grayling, but they: aren’t very common,” o 


por 


a “And what tackle to catch them with—quickly! oe 
= The old man stared at bim, > nonpluses 3 not knowing 





: “where | to ‘start. “Well, : i? ad. “you need a nine- etot 

cast, but the stream is usually very strong so 3X is fine 
enough. Of course, it’s all fishing wet, you understand.” _ 

The German relaxed. “And what flies do you use?” 

= A faint pleasure came to the old man. “Well,” he said 

_ with relish, “a Dark Olive gets them as well as anything, 


ae or a large Blue Dun. I got one or two on a thing called a z 


Jungle Cock, but—” 
‘The German interrupted him. “Goon with your story,” 


= he said rudely. “I have no time to listen to your fishing 


| exploits.” : | , | ae 
< Howard plunged into his tale, compressing it as much | 
as: seemed possible to him. The two German officers 2 
listened with growing attention, and with growing ine j 
E credulity. In ten minutes or so the old man had reached 
` the end. | 
=- The Gestapo officer, Major Diessen, looked at- hii 
scornfully. “And now,” he said. “If you had been able to 

‘return.to England, what would you have done with all 
-these children?” 

i . Howard said, “I meant to send them to America.” 
“Why?” ae abe as ne 
_ “Because it is safe over there. Because this war is ae : 
for children to see. It would be better for them to be out | 
of it. , S paaur RT 
| -The German stared at him. Very fing words. But wha - 
was going to pay to send them to America, may I ask?” ay eS 

oe The old man said, “Oh, I should have done that. a 
< The other smiled, scornfully « amused. “And what would 
} ae: do i in America? Starve?” pa 


| “Ob, no. 1 have a married danghter over there. 





. would have made a home for them nol the war r was o 

over.” : 
“This is a waste of time.” ’ the German said. “You must 
think mea spie fellow to be taken in with such a tale.” _ 
= Nicole said, “Nevertheless, monsieur, it is quite true. Į: 


knew. the son, and I have known the father. The daug ghter x ue 
~ would be much-the same. . American people are generous 3 


i 5 refugees, to children.” 


- Diessen turned to her. “So,” he sneered, “Mademoiselle Pe 
comes in to support this story. But now for Mademoiselle 


herself. We learn that Mademoiselle was a friend of the 2 
old English gentleman’s son. A very great friend. . . 

o> He barked. at her suddenly, “His mistress, no doubt?” 

She drew herself up. “You may say so if you like,” she 

vad quietly. “You can call a sunset PY a filthy name, but 

you do not spoil its beauty, monsieur.” 

_ There was a pause. The young Tank officer leaned 

-across and whispered a word or two to the Gestapo officer. 

: -Diessen nodded, and turned back to the old man. 


“By the dates,” he said, “you could have returned ton 


a Togland if you had travelled straight through Dijon: But 


you did not do so. That is the weak point of your sory, a 


Thati is where your lies begin i in earnest.” a 
He said sharply, “Why did you stay in France? Tell me oe 


“now quickly, and with no more nonsense. I promise you 


that you will talk before tonight, in a any case. It will be | 

better for you to talk- now.’ Os ear 

- Howard was puzzled and. distressed. “The little girl,” me 
he turned and indicated. Sheila, “fell il in: Dijon. i told . 

yo 1 so just now. She was too ill to travel. oe ee 

Che German leaned across the table to him, white with 

an Listen,” he said. Aas warn you once again, and this 













eee Pied Piper 


i for he last t time. La am not to be trifled with. That sort of oe 


- lie would not deceive a child. If you had wanted to return, o 
a to England you would have gone.’ 







. “These children were in my care,” the old man said. “L $ 
could not have done that.” | E 
-= The Gestapo oficer said, “Lies . . . lies... lies.” Hes! 
ae about to say something more, but checked himself. 


~ The young man by his side leaned forward and whispered ie 
























-leaned forward. “I will tell you what we want to know, 
= so that you may know what to say even though you be 
-blind and deaf. We know you are a spy, wandering > 
_ through the country in disguise and with this woman and __ 
these children as a cover. We know you have been. oper- 
oe ating with Charenton—you need not tell us about that. 
_ We know that either you or Charenton sent information 


ee and that you caused the raid.” 


_ deferentially to him again. eee 
Major Diessen emed back in his chair. “So,” he said, 
“you refuse our kindness, and you will not talk. As you _ 
_ wish, Before the evening you will be talking freely, Mister. es 
Englishman, but by then you will be blind, and in hor- 
rible pain. It will be quite amusing for my men. Made- 
- moiselle, too, shall be there to see, and the little children 
also.” 
There was a silence in the office. _ b sgt ee 
“Now you will be taken away,” the German said. “I 
-shall send for you when my men are ready to begin.” He | 





a to the English of the Fiihrer’s visit to the ships in Brest, K 


miscHe paused. “But what we do not know, ad What this ie 
a afternoon you shall tell us, is how the message was passed 
through to England, to that Major Cochrane—” his lips 
sneered a —that died in 1984, according to your story, That 









is s what you are going to tel, Mister Enslichiman: Anda ag: 


| > as it is told, the pain will stop. Remember that.” 

He motioned to the Feldwebel. “Take them away.” 

They were thrust out of the room. Howard moved in 
a sae. it was incredible that this thing should be happen- 
ing to him. It was what he had oo of, and had found 


_ some difficulty in crediting. It was what they were sup- a 
E posed to do to J ews in concentration camps. It could not eee 


be—true. 

- Focquet was taken from them ma hustled off on his 

=- own. Howard and Nicole were bundled into a downstairs | 

- prison room with a heavily barred window; the door was 

_ slammed on them, and they were left alone. i 

_. Pierre said in French, “Are we going to have our dinner 

. here mademoiselle?” 

© Nicole said dully, “I expect so, Pierre.” 

Ronnie said, “What are we going to have for dinner?” 
= She put an arm around his shoulder. “I don’t know,” 

= she said mechanically. “We’ll see when we get it. Now, 


_ you run off and play with Rose. I want to talk to Monsieur ; a 


eS n Howard. k 


She turned to Howard. “This is very bad,” she sai id. i 


“We are involved in something terrible.” eae 
He nodded. “It seems to be that air raid that they had ae 
: on Brest. The one that you were in.” ; 


re She said, “In the shops that day they were ‘saying ‘that K io 
Adolf Hitler was in Brest, but one did not pay attention. o 
a There i Is SO much rumour, so much idle talk? o 
There was a silence. Howard stood looking out of w 
Vw at the little weeded, overgrown garden outside. o 

As he stood, the situation became clear to him. In sucha 


i ase the local officers of the Gestapo would have to make — 





a a show ‘of energy. They would have to produce the’ spi ies e 


-who had been instrumental in the raid, or the mutilated 


- bodies of people who were classed as spies. he 
Presently he said, “I cannot tell them what I do not - 
a know, and so things may go badly with me. If I should be ee 
ee killed, you will do your best for the children, N icole ies 
She said, “I will do that. But you are not going to Te : 
z killed: or even hurt. Something must be possible.” She: 
- madea little gesture of distress. n 
- Pursuing his thought, he said, “I shall have to try and. 
-get them to let me make a new will. Then when the war © 
_is over and you could get money from England, you would ; 
be able to keep the children and to educate them, those 
A of them that had no homes. But in the meantime you n 
s just have to do the best you can.’ Beles 
The long hours dragged past. At noon an orderly 
: brought them an open metal pan with a meal of meat and 
_ vegetables piled on it, and several bowls. They set the 
a children down to that, who went at it with gusto. Nicole : 
E ate a little, but the old man practically nothing. ; 
co The orderly removed the tray, and they waited again. | 
oe three o'clock the door was flung open, and the Feld- ms 


— webel was there with a guard. 


oe Be. Vieux,” he said. “Marchez.” Howard stepped for: 
ee ward. and Nicole followed. him. The guard “pushed her — 

back. S Aa Ea e oath ety 
na The ld man stopped. “One moment, the said. He: took © 
her hand and kissed her on the forehead. Thee ay 
dear,” he said. “Don’t worry about me Oa E 
- They hustled him away, out of that building and: out 
ao the square. Outside the sun was bright; a car. or two 
| passed. by and i in the shops the Pesan went about hei 





~ pusiness. In Lannilis life went on as usal ‘from the great ae 
church the low drone of a chant broke the warm summer ` 


‘air. The women in the shops looked curiously at him as “ 
he passed by under guard. 


He was taken into another house, and Gius into a 


-room on the ground floor. The door was shut and locked o 


a behind him. He looked around. 


< He was in a sitting room, a middle- class room ka 


in the French style with uncomfortable, gilded chairs and © : 


es rococo ornaments. A few poor oil paintings hung upon | 


ae the walls in heavy, gilded frames; there was a potted palm, i 
-and framed, ancient photographs upon the side tables, 

© with a few ornaments. There was a table in the middle 
of the room, covered over with a cloth. 


At this table a young man was sitting, a dark-haired, 


pale- -faced young man in civilian clothes, well under 
thirty. He glanced up as Howard came into the room. o 
-< “Who are you?” he asked in French. He spoke almost Sa 
, idly, as if the matter was of no great moment. ee 
oe < The old man stood by the door, inwardly beating down 
; his fears. This was something strange, and therefore 
dangerous. | : ee 
: T am an Englishman,” he said at ec There was no : ve 


point any longer in concealment. “I was arrested yes oe 


99 


$ “The young man smiled without mirth. This time heo 
spoke j in English, without any trace of accent. “Well, he 
said, ‘ “you 'd better come on and sit down. There's s a pair 2 
of us. I'm English, too.” eu Be . 
Howard recoiled a step. “Yow re e English?” ae 
“Naturalized,” ‘the other said carelessly. “My mother 
m from Woking, and I spent most LOE my. life: in n Eng- 





° "land. My father was a Sencha so I star ted of as A 
_ French. But he was killed in the last war.” os 
“But what are you doing here?” ~ fea 
The young man motioned to the table. “Come on and | 
sit down.” a | fe 
_ The old man drew a chair up to the table, and repeated i 
his question. “I did not know there was another English- 
“man in Lannilis,” he said. “Whatever are you doing here?” *: 
The young man said, “I'm waiting to be shot.” oe 
There was a stunned, horrible pause. At last Howard 
said, “Is your name Charenton?” 2 
_. The young man nodded. “Yes,” he said, “Pm Charen- : 
ton. I see they told you about me.” TE 
There was a long silence in the little room. Horsa sat 
_ dumb, not knowing what to say. In his embarrassment his- 
eyes fell upon the table, upon the young man’s hands. 
Sitting with his hands before him on the table, Charenton 
had formed his fingers in a peculiar grip, the fingers inter- 
laced, the left-hand palm up and the right-hand palm: 
down. The thumbs were crossed. As soon as he observed 
ae the old man’s scrutiny he glanced at him Pays then ‘ 
3 undid the grasp. | 
-© He sighed a little. 
“How did you come to be here?” he asked. aie 
Howard said, “I was trying to get back to England, with : 


: S a few children.” He rambled into his story. ‘The: young | 
man listened to him quietly, appraising him with keen, 


- curious eyes. ee oe 

In the end he said, A don’t believe that: you ve got | 
aah. to worry about. They’ i probably, let you live at 

Tibery i in some F trench town.” 


= 266 - — : 





Howard ua “1; m “ghia they won't d do that, You se ae 
they think that I’m mixed up with you.” . 


‘The young’ man nodded. “I thought that must be it. | 


That i is why they've put us together. They're looking for 
_a few more scapegoats, are they?” 

_ Howard said, “I am afraid they are 

The young man got up and walked over to the window. 

“you'll be all right,” he said at last. “They've got no evi- 

dence against you—they can’t have. paon or later ‘you site 
get back to England.”’ | 

_ There was a tinge of sadness in his voice. 
_ Howard said, ““What about you?” 


Charenton said, “Me? I’m for the high j jump. Th ey got eas 


: the goods on me all right.” 

Jt seemed incredible to Howard. It was as if he had. 
heen listening to a play. iea 
< “We both seem to be in difficulties,” he said at last. 
“Yours may be more serious han mine; I don’t know. But 
<- you can do one thing for me.” He looked around. “IE I 
= could get hold of a piece of paper and a pencil, I would 
redraft my will. Would you witness it for me?” 

- The other shook his head. “You must write ‘nothing 


here without permission from the Germans; they will only ae 


take it from you. And no document that had my signature 


upon it‘would get back to England. You must fin a sine ae 


other witness, Mr. Howard.” 


-The old man sighed. “I suppose that is sO,” he od e 


-And presently he said, “If I should get out of this and you 


-should not, is there anything I can do? Any? message you _ oo 


3 would like : me to take?” | 


eee smiled ironically. a “No messages,” he said Ba 





. “There i is nothing r can do?” | od 
| ‘The young man glanced at him. “Do you know Ox e 
ford?” | | pS Se! : cee 
“I know Oxford very well, á the old man said. “Were. 
-you up there?” SE 
< Charenton nodded. “I was up at Oriel. There’s a place oe 
up the river that we used to walk to—a pub by a weir 


pool, a very old grey stone house beside a little bridge. 


. There i is the sound of running water all the time, and fsh 


ng in the clear pool, and flowers, flowers every 
where.” 


“You mean the Trout Inn at Godstow?” 
“Yes—the ‘Trout. You know it?” fae es 
et oe it very well indeed. At least, I used to, forty 

years ago.” ieee 
ee Ge “there and drink a pint for me,” the young man 
said, “sitting on the wall and looking at the fish 3 in | the 
pool, on a hot summer day.” 
< Howard said, “If I get back to Baand. I will do that’ 7 
“He glanced around the shabby, garishly furnished room. 
“Buti is there no message I can take to any one?” 

_ Charenton shook his head. “No messages,” he said. “If 
ioe ee were, I would not give them to you. There is almost 


eh : certainly a microphone i in this room, and Diessen listening 


to every word we say. That is why they have put us here 


, _ together.” He: glanced. around. “Tt s probably | behind one 


of those oil paintings.” : 
_ “Are you sure of that?” 
TAs sure as I’m sitting here.” S 
He raised his voice and said, speaking in i German, “You 





oS ‘ued: “But I ‘will tell you this. One day the English : and oe 
- Americans will come, and you will be in their power. = 
: They will not be gentle as they were after the last war. If 
you kill this old man you will be hung in public on a gal- 
lows, and your body will stay Bo cas as a warning: 
to all other murderers.” 


‘He: turned to Howard. “That ought to fetch him,” he a 


sid placidly, speaking in English. | 
< The old man was troubled. “I am sorry that you spoke 
like that,” he said. “It will not do you any good with him.” 
“Nor will anything else,” the young man = “I'm very 
-nearly through.” 


There was a quiet finality about his tone that made ae 


Howard wince. 
“Are you sorry?” he enquired. 
ee INO, oy God I’m not,” Charenton said, and he laughed 
a boyishly. “We didn’t succeed in getting Adolf, but we | 
-gave him the hell of a fright.” | 
Behind them the door opened. They swung round; 


os “there was a German Gefreiter there with a private. The a 
private marched into the room and.stood by Howard. Th e 


ve Gefreiter said roughly, “Kommen ster 


Charenton smiled as Howard got up. “I told you o” he o 


Toi: “Good-bye. All the best of luck.” 


-“Good- bye,” said the old man. me. was Rusted out ot 


he room before he had time to say more. As he passed. . 


down the corridor to the street he saw through an open 
door the. black- -uniformed Gestapo officer, his face dark 


with anger. With a sick heart Howard walked out into the. 
sunlit square between his guards. ee ee 

They took him ‘back. to Nicole and the children; Ron- a 
nie rushed Bpi to him. 2 ‘Marjan has been showing | us how 





to stand o on our r heads,” he ad excitedly. “1 can Vide it and: : 
so can Pierre. Willem can’t, and none Of the girls. Look, ; 
o Mr Howard. Just look!” 
seine welter of children. standing on hei heads Nicoli E 
“poked anxiously at him. “They did nothing? ” she en- 
2 quired. | otic 
op ‘The old man shoe his head: “They used me to. try to: 
- make a young man called Charenton talk,” he said. He 
~ told her briefly what had happened. oe 
“That is their way,” she said. “I have heard of that ince 
ve Chartres. To gain their end through pain they do not 
work upon the body. They work upon the mind.” ` £ 
< The long afternoon dragged into evening. Cooped in 
the little prison room it was very hot, and difficult to keep 
the children happy. There was nothing for them to do, 
-nothing to look at, nothing to read to them. Nicole and 
© Howard found themselves before long working hard to 
_ keep the peace and to stop quarrels, and this-in one way 
was a benefit to them in that it made it difficult for them x 
z to brood upon their own position. ; 
O At last the German orderly brought them another meal, ie 
| a supper of bitter coffee and long lengths of bread. This 
_ caused a diversion and a rest from the children; presently, 
the old man and the girl knew very well, the children 
- would g grow sleepy. When the orderly came back for the 
- supper things, they asked for beds o 00 0 o 
Ae: brought | them straw-filled ‘palliages with a rough 
pillow | and one blanket each. ‘They spent some time 
arranging these; by that time e the children were tired and 
willing to lie down. 
a -The long hours of the: evening “passed i in bored. in- 
activity, Nicole and Howard sat on 1 their palliasses, br 





ngs “ftom time to time exchanging a few. words and res = 
a lapsing into silence. At about ten o'clock they went to. 
bed; taking off their outer clothes only, they lay down and 
covered themselves with the blanket. 

Howard slept fairly well that night, the girl not so val 


“Ve ery early in the morning, in the half light before dawn, 
the: door of their prison opened with a eee The Ge- a 


e freiter was there, fully dressed and equipped with Bayonet, 
l at his belt and steel helmet on his head. : 


He shook Howard by the shoulder. “Auf?” he a He a 


3 indicated to him that he was to get up and dress himself. bone 
i ‘Nicole raised herself on one arm, a litle frightened. “Dos 
“they want me?” she asked in French. The man shook his 


- Howard, putting on his coat, turned to her in the da ie 
i ight. “This will- be another of their enquiries,’ he said. - 
“Don’ t worry. I shall be back before long.” He 
- She was deeply troubled. “I shall be waiting for you, S 
- with the children,” she said simply, “They will be safe 
with me.” | 

Ay know they wall? ” he said. “Au revoir.” S 
Ta the cold dawn they took him out into the square, n 
and: along to the big house with the swastika flag, opposite Aa 
the church, where they had first been interrogated. He was i. 
‘not taken to the same room, but to an upstairs room at 
‘the back. It had been a bedroom at one time and some of © 
the bedroom furniture was still in place, but the bed had j 
been removed and now it was some kind of office, oe 

The black-uniformed Gestapo officer, Major. Diessen, 
we sanding one the window. “So,” he said, * “we have the 


o a few 7 words n 
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: his own h language to the Gefreiter anid hé private who had 
brought Howard to the room. The Gefreiter saluted and 


withdrew, closing the door behind him. The.private re- | a 


_ mained standing at attention by the door. The cold, grey 
light was now strong in the room. 

“Come,” said the German at the window. “Look out, 
. Nice garden, is it not?” 


-The old man approached the Tdo There was a | ae 
. ada there, entirely surrounded by high old red brick 
on walls covered with fruit trees. It was a well-kept, mature she 
a garden such as he liked to see. | | 


_ “Yes,” he said quietly. “It is a nice garden.” Instinctively 
he felt the presence of some trap. o 
-The German said, “Unless you help him, in a few min- i 
utes your miend Mr. Charenton will die in it. He i is to be 
shot as a spy.” To 
O The old man stared at him. “I don’t know hae is sin : 


z your mind that you have brought me here,” he said. T l 


oe met Charenton for the first time yesterday, when you put 
-~ -us together. He is a very brave young man, and a good < 
$ a If you are going to shoot him, you are doing a bad 
- thing. A man like that should be allowed to live, to work a 

pi for the world when this war is all over.” ne oe ee 
_ “A very nice speech,” the German said. “I agree with 


a you; he should be allowed , to live. He shall live, 1£ you os 


help him. He shall be a prisoner to the end of the war, _ 
which will not be long now. Six months at the most, Then 

: ohe will be frees, a be oe 
oo He turned to the. window. ' ‘Look,” "he said. “They are 
a bringing him out.” : | os 
>The old man tained and bad Down the garden path 
ae a little cordon, of six German, soldiers armed with rifles 





were escorting Charenton. They w were Sunde the command -o 


: of a Feldwebel; an officer walked behind. Charenton. 


walked slowly, his hands in his trousers pockets. He did oe 


not seem to be pinioned in any way, nor did he seem to 
be particularly distressed. | 


oe Howard turned to the German. ‘ What do you want?” a ce 
os he asked. “Why have you brought me to see this?” ee 
“I have had you brought here,” said the German, “to 
gee if you would not help your friend, at a time when he Pee 


nae needs help.” 


He leaned towards the old man. “Listen,” he said softly. : 


| “It is a very little thing, that will not injure either of you. oe 
mo Nor will it make any difference to the war, because in any | ms 
-case your country now is doomed. If you will tell me how 
-he got the information out of France and back to Eng- 
and, to your Major Cochrane, I will stop this execution.” 
_. He stepped back. “What do you think?” he said. “You — 
_ must be realist. It is not sensible to let a brave young man 
ay die, when he could be saved to work for your country 


: : when the war is over. And further, nobody can ever know. a 
- < Charenton will stay in prison till the war is over, ina 
= month or two; then he will be released. You and your 92 
oe family of children will have to stay in France, but. if. you. ae 
ye help us now you need not stay in prison at all. You an 


o live quietly in Chartres with the young woman. Then - 


3 _ when the war is over, in the autumn, you shall all ee 
home. There will be no enquiries about this: from Eng- oe 


land, because by that time the whole organization | of Brit- 

ish spies will have become dispersed. ‘There is no danger 
-for you in this at all, and you can save that young man’s 
life.” He leaned towards Howard a again. eir a few little 





a words,” he aid softly. “How did tie do ie He shall never 
know you wld o a: fee ee. oe 
The old man fared at him. “I cannot tell you, he re- 
pied ‘Quite truthfully, I do not know. I have not been 
-concerned in his affairs at all.” He said it with a sense of 
relief. If he had had the information things would have : 
been more difficult. — | Ag 
_ The Gestapo officer stepped back: -“That‘is mere ‘none 


7 senses" he said harshly. “I do not believe that. You know 


- sufficient to assist an agent of your country if he needs 
< your help. Al travellers in any foreign country know that : 
S much. Do you take me for a fool?” | 
_ Howard said, “That may be so with German travellers. “ 
Tn England, ordinary travellers know nothing about es- 
_pionage. I tell ‘you, I know literally nothing that could 
bdp this man.” ce 
"The German bit his lip. He said, “I am inclined: to 
- think you are a spy yourself. You have been wandering 
round the country in disguise, nobody knows where. You 
ee had better be careful. You may share his fate.” _ oe 
~ “Even so,” ’ the old man said, ‘i could not tell: you any- 
© thing of value to you, because I do not know.” og 
© > Diessen turned to the window again. “You have not got 
— very much time,” he said. ` “A minute or two, not more. 

Think again before it is too late” aly EG Nea na 
- Howard looked out into the garden. They fad put the 
acg man with his back against the wall in front of a 
plum tree. His hands now were bound behind his back, ; 
and the Feldwebel ; was blindfolding him with : a red cotton 
handkerchief. ae ee 

: The German adi “N obody c can ever know, ‘There S 
still time for yout to save him.” “3 | ae 





“D cannot. save hint in 1 that way,” , ‘the old 3 man said. ape 
have not got the information. But this is a bad, wicked 
-thing that o are going to do. It will not pront you in 
~ the long run.” mn z 
_ The Gestapo officer swung round on him suddenly. He | 
a thrust his face near to the old man’s. “He gave you mes- 
_. sages,” he said fiercely. “You think that you are clever, but , 
you cannot deceive me. The Trout Inn—beer—flowers— 
fish! Do you think I am a fool? What does all that mean?” 
“Nothing but what he said,” Howard replied. “Ted is a 
oe place that he is fond of. That is all.” ee 
. ~The German drew back morosely. “I do not believe it,” a 
he said sullenly. 3 | Cup 
-In the garden the Feldwebel had left the young man by > 
the wall. The six soldiers were drawn up in a line in front 
of him, distant about ten yards. The officer had given 
them a command and they were loading. oe 
“Iam not going to delay this matter any longer,” ata n 
‘Diessen. “Have you still nothing t to say to save his life?” os 
The old man shook his head. = aS Oe 
In the garden the officer glanced up to their window. as 
Diessen lifted:his hand and dropped it. The officer turned, | 
_ drew himself up, and gave a sharp word of command. An 
irregular volley rang out. The old man saw the. body by 2 
the plum tree ‘crample and fall, twitch for a little, and lie 


5 


; He turned away, rather sick. Diessen moved o over -to the | : 
middle of the room. The sentry, still stood. impassive at 
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"Howard said. “Iam not a spy.” | oo 
“What are you doing in this country, then? Wandering ne 
sound disguised as a French peasant?” 
= “I have told you that,” the old man said wearily, “many 
: times. I have been trying to get these children back to 


i England, to send them to their homes or to America.” oo 
The German burst out, “Lies—lies! Always the same 


: lies! You English are the same every time! Stubborn as 
mules!” He thrust his face into the other’s. “Criminals, all 


- the lot of you!” He indicated the garden beyond the win- r 


dow. “You could have prevented that, but you would not.” 


“I could not have prevented you from killing that is 


-young man. That was your own doing.” o 
->O The Gestapo officer said gloomily, “I ‘did not want to 
- kill him. He forced me to do it, you and he between you. a 
- You are both to blame for his death. You left me with no 
other course.” | E 
There was a silence. Then. the German said, “AJ > 
A time you spend lying and scheming against us. Your 
-Churchill and your Chamberlain, goading us on, pro- z 
~yoking us to war. And you are just another one.” en 
The old man did not answer that. : ce 
The German pulled himself together, crossed the’ room, an 
a and sat down at a table. “This story of yours about send- 
ing these children to America,” he said. “Ido not believe | 
a 3 word of ie | REMUS. 
ae < The old man was very, very tired: He aa indifferently, i 
= a can’t help that. That is what I meant to do with them.” — 
~ You still say that you would have s sent them to your 
a married daughter?” E 
oe Yes ae h 
_ “Where does she live in America?” | 


| eae Fo = 





“Ati a place sailed Coates Harbor! on ‘Lone Island.” ets 


“Long Island. That is 2 the wealthy live. Is co : 


daughter very wealthy?” 


©The old man said, “She is married to an American 
_ business man. Yes, they are quite well off.” 


The German said incredulously, ‘ ‘You still wish meto on 


i believe that a wealthy woman such as that would make 


a a home in her own house for all these dirty little children cee 


- that you have picked up?” a ooh 
-Howard said, “She will do that.” He paused, and then 
he said, “You do not understand. Over there, they want to” 


oes help us. If they make a home for children, refugees from mee 
i Europe, they feel that they are doing something worth os 


while. And they are.’ 


. The German glanced at him curiously. “You have 
travelled i in America?” | 
A little.” 


“Do you know a town eied White Falls?” 


Howard shook his head. “That sounds like quite a e ; 


y a: name, but I don’t recollect it. What state is it in?”” 
oe Minnesota. Is that far from Long Island?” LS 
oe “It’s right in- the middle. I should think it’s about aoe : 
; - thousand miles.” This conversation was becoming very 
od, the old man thought. we ee 
“oe The German said, “Now about Mademoiselle. Were you | 
sine to send her to America also? Is. she one of your chil- 
dren, may I ask?” n 5 ee ea 
i -The old man shook his head. “I would { like her to go ao 
there,” he replied. “But she will not leave France. Her =: 


father i is a prisoner in your hands; her mother i is alone in oa 


hartres. I have tried to Pen suade her to come with us to z 











| ~ England, but she will not do so. You have nothing against 
her.” Be age ee ee 
| - The other shrug oged his shoulders. “That is a matter of 
opinion. She has been helping you in your work.” Bes 

_ The old man said wearily, “I tell you over and over 
again, I have no secret work. I know that you do not be- 
- lieve me.” He paused. “The only work that I have had for _ 
othe last fortnight has been to get these children into 
a 

There was a a little silence. 

son et them go through to England,” he said quietly. 
oLet the young man Focquet sail with them for Plymouth 
z in his boat, and let Mademoiselle Rougeron go with them | 
to take them to America. If you let them gO, like that, I ey 
will confess to anything you like.” 
The ‘Gestapo man stared at him angrily. “You are ta k- 
ing nonsense,” he replied. “That is an insult to the Ger- 
man nation that you have just made. Do you take us fora 
pak of dirty Russians, to make bargains of that sort?” ee 
- Howard was silent. | | : | 
. The German got up. ad walked over to the window. 
SET, do not know what to make of you,” ” he said at last.. Se 
think that you must be a | Very brave man, to talk as you 
have done.” ee ee 
Howard smiled faintly. “Not a brave man,” hes said. 
“Only a very old one. Nothing you can do can take much 
_ from me, because I’ ve had it all.” Tae a ae | 
The German did not answer him. He spoke i in his own 
language 1 to the e sentry, and they took Howard back to the 
prion, room. | a ee 

























































ICOL E greeted him with relief, She had spent an ‘hour 
of unbearable anxiety, tortured by the thought of what 
might be happening to him, pestered by the children. She | 
said, “What happened?” ` 
_ He said wearily, “The young man, Char enton, was shot. 
Then they questioned me a lot more.’ 
She said gently, “Sit down, and rest. ‘They will bring us. 
coffee before very long. You will feel better after that.” 
He sat down on his rolled-up mattress. “Nicole,” he. 
said. ' ‘I believe there is a chance that they might let. the 
children | ge to England without me. If SO, would you take 
them?” | ee | 2 arene i 
‘She said, “Me? To go alone to England with the chil 
am E do not think that that would bee a good ting 


“I would like you to go, if it were possible. 
: > came and s a by. Eo “Is it for the children that 


| oe have e only 
to rie a Terter, and send it it with a then if they have to 





Pied Piper 


2 ness in 1, England—now. My country is this country, and my 


a parents are here, and in trouble. It is here that I must 


stay.” | 3 : | 
He nodded ruefully. “Ty was afraid that you would feel 
like that.” | | 
` < Half an hour later the door of their room was thrust 
| ‘open, and two German privates appeared outside. They 
‘were carrying a table. With some difficulty they got it a 
through the door and set it up in the middle of the room. 
- Then they brought in eight chairs, and set them with Bs 
_ mathematical exactitude around the table. | 


-Nicole and Howard watched this with surprise. They ee 


had eaten all their meals since they had been in captivity i 


from plates balanced in their hands, helped from a bowl | 


_ that stood upon the floor. This was something different: 
in their treatment, something strange and suspicious. 
~The soldiers withdrew. Presently the door Steed 


me again, and in walked a little French waiter balancing a 


: tray, evidently from some neighbouring café. A German. | 
soldier followed him and stood over him in menacing 
- silence. The man, evidently. frightened, spread a cloth a 
upc on the table and set out cups and saucers, a large pot of- 
-hot coffee and a jug of hot milk, new rolls, butter, sugar, 
oe Jam and a plate of cut rounds of sausage. Then he with- 
drew quickly, in evident relief. Impassively the German | 


~ soldier shut the door on them again. 


oo The: children crowded round the table, eager. Howard | 
and Nicole helped them into their chairs and set to work : 
to feed them. The girl glanced åt the old man: c Ene 83 
“This is a great. change,” she said a T do not 

"understand why they are doing this.” eee s l 
He shook his head. He di: not understand it ‘ithe 


= 280 — -o 





n | Pied Piper | a 
oe Lurking i in his ihg wasa thought that he did not ot speak, o 


that this was a new trick to win him into some admission. 


They had failed with f car, ;nowtheywouldt try persuasion. 3 
The children cleared the table of all that wasonit,and 


: got down, satisfied. A quarter of an hour later the little” 2 
waiter reappeared, still under guard; he gathered upthe = 
cloth and cleared the table, and retired again i in silence. Be 


But the door did not close. 


One of the sentries came to it atid said, “Ste können den i i 
Garten gehen.” With difficulty Howard understood this ee 


~ tomean that they might go in to the garden. 


-There was a small garden behind the house, com- ae 


_ pletely surrounded by a high brick wall, not unlike an- 
other garden that the old man had seen earlier į in the day. | 
-The children rushed out into it with a carillon of shrill 
"ries; a day of close confinement had been a grave trial 
o to them. Howard followed with Nicole, wondering, . 
It was another brilliant, sunlit day, already growing > 
hot Presently two German soldiers appeared carrying 
ee armchairs. These two chairs they set with mathematical 
exactitude precisely in the middle ofa patch of shade be- oe 


oa neath a tree. “Setzen Sie sich,” they said. 


Nicole and Howard sat down side by side, salfcon 
o scionsly;i in silence. The soldiers withdrew, anda sentry o 
_ with a rifle and a fixed bayonet appeared at the only exit 
_ from the garden. There he grounded his rifle and stood _ 
at ease, motionless and expressionless. There was some- s 
: thing: sinister about all these developments. he 

-» Nicole said, “Why are they doing this for us, monsiour? 

What do they hope to gain by w a o 
 Hesaid, “I donot know. Once, this: morning i thought ; 

erhape ti that a heyy were going t to lett us gor OF 4 at ay y rate, : 





= the children ; go to England. ‘But even 1 that would be no 
“reason for giving us armchairs i in the shade.” 

She said quietly, “It is a trap. They. want something _ 
from us; therefore they try to please us.’ 
- He nodded. SoH ” he said, “it is more pleasant here 
than in that room. oo e IaM E 
k - Marjan, the' little Pole, was as suspicious as they were. 
He sat aside upon the grass in sullen silence; since they E 
had been taken prisoner he had barely spoken one word. 
Rose, too, was ill at ease; she wandered round the garden, 
- peering at the high walls as if looking for a means to es- 
cape, The younger children were untouched; Ronnie and: 
‘Pierre and Willem and. Sheila played little games around 
the garden or stood, finger i in mouth, looking at the Ger- 
man sentry. 


“Presently N Nic cole, p, looking around, « saw that the old man 




























a the a From her bed Nicole said, “What i is i 
Can cme to a 
He said, “I don’t think sO, my ‘dear, It’s just me > that 
they want.” 

< She expostulated, “But what a time to choose!” : 
The German soldier made a gesture of impatience. 
Howard said, ` ‘Don’ t worry. It’s probably another interro- : 
gation.” m EEN 
o2 He was ‘hustled away, and the door. closed behind him. : 
ae the dark room the girl got up and put on her skirt, and. i 
sat waiting in the darkness, sitting on her bed. among the : 
sleeping. children, full of forebodings. Moc. a 
- Howard was taken to the room in whit they had first a 
been interviewed. The Gestapo officer, Major Diessen, was : 
there sitting at the table. An empty coffee cup stood be- 
5 de him, ane: the room was full of his cigar smoke. The 
German soldier who brought Howard in saluted stiffly. 
The officer spoke a word to him, and he withdrew, closing 
the door behind him. Howard v was s left alone i in the room 
with Major Diessen. EDR, o 
= He glanced at the clock. It was a ‘little attet midnight. 
The windows had been covered over + with. blankets for a 































i Prend the German, looked up at the old r man 2 stand: i 
ing by the wall. “So.” ‘he said. “The Englishman again. ; 
He opened a drawer beside him and took out a large, 
black automatic pistol. He slipped out the dip and ex- 
amined it; then poe it back 2 again ı and a puiet the breech 












: ‘The old man smiled faintly. “You have nothing to > fear 
: Eom me.” | o 
T The German said, “Perhaps not. But you have rauich to | 
| A fear from me.” 
<- There was a little silence. Presently he ad ‘Suppose I ` 
= were to let you go to England after all? What would you. oe 
ee think then, eh>”’ ae 
The old man’s heart leaped, and then steadied again. It 


a C owas probably a trap. “I should be very grateful, if you let 


me take the children,” he said quietly. 
“And Mademoiselle, too?” 


He shook his head. “She does not want to come. She | 


A i wants to stay in France.” 
< The German nodded. “That is what we also want.” He 
paused, and then said, “You say that you would be grate- ’ 
ful. We will see now if that is just an empty boast. If I- 
were to let you go to England with your children so that | 
-~ you could send them to America, would you do me a a 
_ small: service?” : 
- Howard said, “It depends what it was.” | oe 
oe The Gestapo man flared out. “Bargaining! | Always the. _ 
Same: you English! One tries to help you, and you ‘start 
_ chaffering! You are in no. position to drive ‘bargains, Mr. ae 
me Toia E E ee 
= {The old: man persisted T must know what you want 


7 T he German said, ‘ Te is a matter of no o dificuliy. 
. There was a short pause. e : Te 
o His hand strayed to the blck automatic « on` de dsk 
before him, and began fingering it. “There isa certain 
person to be taken to America,” he said deliberately. T 
do not want to advertise her Journey, It would be very 


aM 





suitable that she should travel with your party c of ‘chile o 
“The gun was now in his aaa openly. 


Howard stared at him across the table. “Tf you mean 


that you want to use my pany as a cover for an agent a 
z going to America,” he said, ‘ ‘I will not have it.” fa 


He saw the forefinger snap round the trigger. He raised na 


= his eyes to the German’s face and saw it white with anger. 


For a full half minute they remained motionless, staring - 
+ ateach other. ee 
The Gestapo officer was the first to relax. “You would de 
drive me mad,” he said bitterly. “You are a stubborn and 
obstinate people. You refuse the hand of friendship. You 


are suspicious of everything we do.” we 
= Howard was silent. There was no point in saying more | 
: than was necessary. It would not help. : 
“Listen to me,” the German said, “and try to get thìs 
a “jato your thick head. This is not an agent who is travelling i 
to America. This is a little ee et 
es little girL” ay | winced atin 
Soe AL little girl, of five years aie The daughter of my me 
- brother; who has been killed.” | | OS 
The gun was firmly. in his fond resting upon the desk 
ee ‘but pointing in the direction of the old man. | Pe 
one Howard said, “Let me understand this fully. This is ae 
ae little German girl that you want me to take to America, a 
with all the other children?” ; 
"That isso? o o 
“Who is she, and where i 1S. she going?” 3 = 
a -The German said, “I have told. you who she i is. ‘She i is : 
5 the daughter of my brother Karl. Her name is s Anna Dies- 
sen, and at present. she is in 2 Paris. oe ee 





He hesitated for 3 a minute. “Voir must aoia i he 


said, | “that there were three of us. My oldest brother — z 


; Rupert fought i in the World War, and then went to Amer- 
; ‘ica. He now has a business, what you would call 3 ı grocery, 
ia White Falls. He is an American citizen now.’ 
z -o “I see,” said Howard thoughtfully. nh sel 
He “My brother Karl was Overleuinant in the áth Regiment.. i 
: Tanks, in the Second Panzer Division. He was married Me 
some years ago, but the marriage was not a success.” > He p 
5 hesitated for a moment and then said quickly, ‘ ‘The girl 
- was not wholly Aryan, and that never works. There was ; 
spel, and she died. And now Karl, too, is dead. Pies 
s He sat brooding. for a minute. Howard said gently, ' “Ee 
am very sorry.” And he was. oo 
a Diessen said sullenly, © “It was English treachery. that 
‘killed him. He was driving the English before him, from 
~ Amiens to the coast. There was a road cluttered up with 
refugees, and he was clearing it with his guns to get. his 
tank through. And hiding in amongst these refugees were 
English soldiers that Karl did not see, and they threw 
bottles of oil on top of his cupola so they dripped down 
inside, and then they threw a flame to set the oil alight. 
“My brother threw the hatch up to get out, and the English. 
shot him down before he could surrender. But he “had 
already | surrendered, and they. knew. it. No man could go 
on fighting i ina blazing ta tank.” ee : 
Howard : was silent: a o- a 
a said, | “So there i is ; Anna whor must be ¢ provide 





Howard an “Well, I should beray glad t to s také her.” n 
The German stared at him thoughtfully: “How quickly ne 
after you reach Eng land will the children go? How many 


ook them are you se ending to America? All of. them?” 


Howard shook his head. “I doubt that. Three of them 
-will certainly be going, but of the six two are English and 
-one is a French girl with a father i in London. 1 don’t sup- _ 
= pose that they would want to go—they might. But I shall 
ae send the other three within a week. That is, if you let 
usg go.” fs pe ah ht Te 
cee he German nodded. “You must not wait. Jonger. In 
six weeks we shall be in London.” JS | ae 
` There was a silence. “I do not want that you should | 
think I am not confident about, the outcome of this war,” 
Diessen said. “We shall conquer England, as we have con- 
quered France; you cannot stand against us. But for many 
years there will be war with your Dominions, and while. 
that i is going on there will be not much food for children, 
here or in Germany. It will be better that little Anna 2 

` should be in a neutral country.” e 
: “Howard nodded. “Well, she ¢ can 1 go. with my. lot it you 
“like to send her.” | E : a 
: _ The Gestapo officer eyed him narrowly. “There must. 
be: no trickery. ‘Remember, we shall. have Mademoiselle 
Rougeron. She may return to Chartres: and live with her 
‘mother, but until I have a cable from my brother Rupert, 
that little Anna is safe with him, v we e shall have ¢ our. T, eye, 
on Mademoiselle.” a 
a nne said | the old x man 2 quietly. 





: Pied Piper 


have. you. ‘spreading lies about me as soon as “you reach 


: - England. Remember that.” 


Howard thought quickly. ‘ ‘That has another side to it,” 


co he ‘said. “If Mademoiselle Rougeron gets into trouble 


- with the Gestapo and I should hear of it in England, this 

> -story shall be published i in my country and quoted i in the | 

_. German news upon the radio, mentioning you by name.’ 

-Diessen said furiously, “You dare to threaten me!” oy 
‘The old man smiled faintly. “Let us call off this talk : 

; of threats,” he said. “We are in each other’s hands, and I 

will make a bargain with you. I will take your little girl 


and she shall travel safely to White Falls, even if I have 


-to send her by the Clipper. On your side, you will look 
_ after Mademoiselle Rougeron and see that she comes to 
A no harm. That is a bargain that will suit us both, and we 
-can part as friends.” | 
= = The German stared at him for a long time. “So,” hei 
ad at last. “You are cive Mr. Englishman. You have 
ae all that you want.” 
“So have you,” the old man said. ee 
g The German released. the automatic and reached o 
fora a slip of paper. “What address have you in England? 
a shall send for -you when we visit London in “August.” 0. 
They settled to the details of the arrangement. A quar | 
ter of an hour later, the German got up from the table. os 
“No word of this to any one,” he said again. ‘ “To-morrow 
in the evening you will: be moved from here.” ore 
- Howard shook his head. I shall not talk. Bat 3 would 
i like you to know one thing. I should have been glad to 
take your | little girl with me in any case. Te never mad 
my head to. refuse to take khas ee 
: The German nodded. “That i is s good,” he said. “IE f you 





. had refused I should have shot you dead. You would have | 
been too. dangerous to leave this room. alive.” Oe 
-- He bowed stiffly. “Auf Wiedersehen,” he oid f isonically a 
He pressed a button on his desk; the door opened and the 
sentry” took Howard back ouh the Eo moonlit one 

streets to his prison, 


Nicole was sitting on her bed, waiting for him. As the coe 


e e oor closed she came to him and said, “What happened? ao 


ao Did they hurt you?” 


-. _ He patted her on the shoulder. “It s all right,” he said. i 
ae “They did nothing to me.’ Os 


“What happened, then? What did they want you for” : 
He sat down on the bed, and she came and sat down _ 


-opposite him. The moon threw a long shaft of silver light 
in through the window; faintly, somewhere, they heard 
the droning of a bomber. n 
“Listen, Nicole,” he said. “I can’t tell you what bias | 
‘happened, But I can tell you this, and you must try to 


` forget what I am telling you. Everything is going to be 
all right. We shall go to England very soon, all of the 


ce children—and I shall go too. And you will go free, and 


travel back to Chartres to live with your mother, and you 


: will have no trouble from the a That i is a io 
; going to happen.” | oe T oe Eo | 
She said breathlessly, “But—I do not understand. L How 


ae has this been arranged?” 


oo He said, ‘ ‘T: cannot tell: you. that. t cannot tell y you any 

me Nicole. But that is what will happen, very soon.” < 
me “You are not tired, or ill? This i is all true, but you must 

not. tell me how it has been done?” eed eae 

| ‘Het nodded. “We shall eo ‘to-morrow « or the x next t day,” 





he replied. There was a steady confidence in , his tone - 


> brought conviction to her. 


“bam. very, very happy,” she said quietly. i 
- There was a long silence. Presently she said, “Sitting 
‘here in the darkness while you were away, I have been 


thinking, monsieur.” In the dim light he could see that 


_ she was looking away from him. “I was wondering what 
-these children would grow up to be when they were old. ~ 
- Ronnie—I think he will become an engineer, and Marjan 
a soldier, and Willem—he will be a lawyer or a doctor. _ 
` And Rose will be a mother certainly, and Sheila—she may 
be a mother too, or she may become one of your E nglish 


women of business. And little Pierre—do you know what o 


I think of him? I think that he will be an artist of n 
sort, ‘who will lead many other men with his ideas.” 
“IL think that’s very likely,” said the old man. 
The girl went on. “Ever since John was killed, mon- 
sieur, I have been desolate,” she said quietly. “It seemed 
tor me that there was no goodness i in the world, that every- 
thing had gone mad and crazy and foul—that. God had 
ied or gone away, and left the world to Hitler. Even 
these little children were to go on suffering.” | 
- There was a pause. The old man did not gak | 
“But now,” she said, I think I can begin to see a the 
‘pattern. Tt was not meant that John and I should be happy, 
save for a week. It was intended that we should do wrong. 
; And now, through John. and me, it is intended that these. 
children should or! from a Furope 1 to grow upi in ipae 





be little Pierre who dis great things for the world,” sh 
said. “But when that happens, monsieur, it will be be- 
cause I met your son to show him Paris, and we fell in) 
love.” i X z ea ar i a 
! He leaned across and took her: hand, and sat “there “pac 
: the dim light holding it for a long’ time. Presently they 
i lay down upon their beds, and day awake till dawn: 
-They spent the next day in the garden, as the day. be- 
a fore. The children were becoming bored and restless with | 
the inactivity. Nicole devoted. a good deal of her. time to : i 
them, while Howard slept in his. armchair beneath the | 
tree. The day passed slowly. Dinner was served to them | 
at six; after the meal the table was cleared by the same E 
waiter. x ea eis 2 aie 
“They turned tb put down. the beds for the childsen, The 
efreiter stopped them; with some difficulty he made them 
nderstand that they were going away. oo ae 
Howard asked Ww here ae were going to. The man 

































| “Presently they « came to “the ouek ts o a town. Nicole oS ES 
© peered out. “Brest,” she said eean I know this 
Hehe street.” | | | | 
One of the Germans roided. “Brest,” he said shortly.» 
| -They were taken to the railway station; here they got 
rout of the van. One of the soldiers stood guard over them ara 
_ while the other went to see the R.T.O.; the French pas- > 
- sengers looked at them curiously. They were passed 

aes through the barrier and put into a third-class carriage with 
their guards, in a train which seemed to be going through r 
ee to Paris. oe 





<> Ronnie said, “Is his the t train we're going to sleep in, a 
o: Mr. Howard?” e 
He smiled patiently. “This isn’t the one I meant, but 
owe may have to sleep in this one,” he said. ce 
"Shall we have a little bed, like you told us about?” 
“JT don’t think so. We’ll see.’ | 3 
Rose said, “I do feel thirsty. May I have an orange?” 
There were oranges for sale upon the platform. How 
ard had no money. He explained the requirement to one o 
-of the German soldiers, who got out of the carriage and 80" 
bought oranges for all of them. Presently they were all 
| sucking oranges, the children vying with the German. sok — 
diers in the production of noise... a OM 
AE eight o'clock the train started. It went t alowiý, stop 
ping at every little local halt upon the line. At eight- 
| twenty it drew up ata little place called Lanissant, which a 
consisted of two cottages and a farm. Suddenly, Nicole, ; 
looking out of the window, turned to Howard. 
“Look!” she said. “Here i is Major Diessen.” ee 
The Gestapo officer, smart and upright in his black amie i 
form and black field boots, came to the è door of their car 

















Sage aad opened it. ‘The German’ sentries got up > quickly i 
and stood to attention. He ‘spoke to them incisively inc 
German. Then he turned to Howard. | 


yo must get out,” he said. “You are not going on ino 
ety this train.” | | 


Nicole and Howard got the children out of the carriage es 


; an to the platform. Over the hill the sun was setting, in. 8 


oe clear sky. The Gestapo officer nodded to the guard, who : 
“shut the carriage door and blew a little toot upon his ne 


| horn. The train moved forward, the carriages passed py 
o them, and went on slowly up the line. They were lefte ie 


-standing on this little platform in the middle of the coun- s i 


S ntry with the Cope officer. : 
a “So,” he said. “You will now follow mie? 
a He led the way down the wooden steps that gave on to z 
he. road. There was no ticket collector and no booking- ne 
: office; the little halt was quite deserted. Outside, in the _ 
‘lane, there was a grey car, a Ford van with a utility body. — 
Jn the driver’s seat there was a soldier in black Gestapo a 
a uniform. Beside him was a child. | POS oy 
- — Diessen opened the door and made the child get out. 
“Komm, Anna,” he said. “Hier ist Herr Howard, i 
re wirst mitihm zum Onkel Ruprecht gehen” = 
The little girl stared at the old man and his retinue oe 
a children, and at the dishevelled girl beside him. Then 
she stretched out a little skinny arm, and i in a a shrill voice n - 
exclaimed, ‘ ‘Heil Hitler!” e 
-The old man said gravely, “Guten Abend, Anna” He 
amed to the Gestapo officer, smiling- faintly. “She will 
have | to > Bet « out of that habit if she’s. gong ¢ to America,” | 


Diessen 1 nodded. a will tell ther.” He e spoke to >the te 





girl, who listened to him onid yed. She asked a question, 
puzzled; | Howard caught the word Hitler. Diessen ex- 
~ plained to her again; under the scrutiny of Howard and 
Nicole he flushed a little. The child said something in a 
= decisive tone which made the driver of the car turn 
in his seat and glance towards his officer for guidance. 

- Diessen said, “I think she understands.” ‘To the old man 
he seemed a little embarrassed. 

-He asked, “What did she say?” 

~The officer said, ‘‘Children do not understand the 
F ührer. That is reserved for adults.” 


Nicole asked him in French, ‘ : ‘But, monsieur, tell us 
what she said, r 





ade for an ‘hour and: a half, From time tc to time . the oficer a 
=o said. something i in a low tone to the driver; the old man 


-got the impression once that they were driving roun de : 


"merely to kill time till darkness fell. Now and again they 
passed through villages, sometimes past barricades with | 
_ German posts on guard. At these the car stopped and the 
"gentry came and peered into the car. At the sight of the. 
, Gestapo. uniform he stepped idly back and saluted. s 
m happened two or three times. STE ee Ly RS 
Once Howard asked, “Where are we e going or o 
The German said, “To TAbervrach. Your fisherman P 
After 2 a pause. the old man said, “There was a guard 
upon the harbour.” re ee se are 
-Diessen said, ‘ ‘There i is no guard to-night—that has been 
y anged. Do you take me for a fool?” | | 

Howard said no more. 

At ten o'clock, in the first darkness, they ran a softly. to 
the quay at T’Abervrach. ‘The car drew. up noiselessly and 
the engine stopped at once. The Gestapo. officer got out 
and stood. for halt a minute, saning around. Ally was aie l 


Het tarned back to the car. “Come,” he wid “Get out 
quickly—and do not let the children talk.” They helped 
the children | from the car. Diessen said to Nicole, “There 

is t to be no trickery. You shall stay with me. If you should 
try to go with them, I shall shoot down the lot of you.” E 
She raised | her head. a need not draw yor gun, ’ 













Pied Pipa 


T heitted be a moment and then followed him oath the’ 
children; the black-uniformed driver brought up the rear. 
= At the end, by the water's edge, Diessen turned. 
He called to them in a low tone, “Hurry.” EE 
_ There was a boat there, where the slip ran down into 
o the water. They could see the tracery of its mast and rig- i 
- ging outlined against the starry sky; the night was very 
quiet. They drew closer and saw it was a half-decked fish- 
-ing boat. There were two men there, besides Diessen. One 
Was standing on the quay in the black uniform they knew 
so well. The other was in the boat, holding her to the 
quay. by a rope rove through a ring. | Cate 
“In with you, quickly,” said Diessen. “T want to see, 
: you get away.” | eee 
> He turned to Focquet, speaking in French. “You are 
ae ‘not to start your engine till you are past Le Trepied,” he 
- said. “Ido not want the countryside to be alarmed.” 
_ The young man nodded. “There i is no need,” he aid 
ae in the soft Breton dialect. “There is sufficient wind to 
steer by, and the ebb will take us out.” | se RE ae 
| - They passed the seven children one by one down into 
o boat. “You now, ’ the German said to Howard. Ree 
y member to behave yourself in England. I shall send for 
ae you in London i in a very few weeks’ time. In September.” 
3 “The old man turned to Nicole. ‘ : ‘This. is good- -bye, my 
oe dear,” he said. He hesitated. “T, do not think this war will 
bec over in September. I may be old when it is over, and 
‘ not able to travel very well. You will come and visit me, : 
Nicole? There i is so much that T shall want to say to you. 
, So much that I ‘wanted. to talk over with you, if we had 
-not t been s $0 hurried and so troubled i in the last few di ! 












































ae ] “She aa “y will come land: stay with you, as soon as swe 
: i can travel. And you shall talk to me about John.” : 
` The German said, “You must go now, Mr. Englishman.” 


He kissed the girl; for a minute she clung to him. Then o 


‘he got down into the boat among | the children, | poe. 
oC) Pierre said, ‘Is this the boat : that’s going to take us to ee 
2 America?” | | 


a ‘The old man shook his eid. “Not hig bost” he said acd 
with. mechanical patience. “That will be a bigger beat 


-than this.” 
l big?” 


vane vigorously with an oar against the quay side. o 
The stretch of dark water that separated them from France _ 
grew to a yard, to five yards wide. The old man stood ~ 
motionless, stricken with grief, with longing to be back 
apon the quay, with the bitter loneliness of old age. a) 
_ He saw the figure of the girl standing with the three 


“How big will that c one be?” asked Ronnie, “Twice : as ee 


_ Focquet had slipped the warp out of the ring and re o 


Germans by the water’s edge, watching them as they slid : 


away. The ebþ caught the boat and hurried her quietly a 


out into the stream; Focquet was heaving on a. halliard : 
forward and the heavy nut-brown sail crept slowly up the A 


"mast. For a moment he lost sight of Nicole as a mist Ae 


dimmed his eyes; then he saw her again clearly, still stand- 
ing motionless beside the Germans. Then the gloom 


shrouded all of them, and all that he could see was the p 
faint outline of the hill against the starry sky. a 
Jo deep sorrow, he turned and looked forward to the 
open sea. But tears blinded tiin and he could s see s nothing | 
of the entrance. Oe SP 
Ronnie said, May] I work the rudder, Mr. | Howard?” | 





peated his question. noci] 
-< Rose said, “I do feel sick. 2 ent es 
< He roused himself, and turned to their immediate needs, 
ith. heavy heart. They had no warm clothes and no 
_ blankets to keep off the chill. of the night sea. He spoke. 
a tew sentences to Focquet and found him mystified at 
diét deliverance; he found that the young man intended 
to cross straight over to Falmouth. He had no compass 
and no chart for the sea crossing of a hundred miles or 
so, but said he knew the way. He thought that it would 
take a day and a night, perhaps a little longer. They had 
no food with them; but he had a couple of bottles of red. 
wine and a beaker of water. 3 | 


But R once, displayed | little 
| instincts: ‘she was preoccupied wit 


oo m T peed Le Trepi 
u aes a 


dr the only one | unaffected | 
od by Focquet at the stern, g 





Howard said | to ; Focquet ; 
which Way 0 sheer Se pe Se ee eee 
- The young Frenchman : iedded. He glanced's at ne moon 5 
and at the dim loom of the land behind them, and at the 
Great Bear shimmering in the north. Then he put out 
E hand. “That way,” he said. ‘ “That is where Falmouth _ 
is.” He called it “Fallmoot.” oa the morning we will use 
he engine; then we will get there before evening.” ae 
-A fresh wailing from the bow drew the old man away. oF 
An hour later most of the children were lying exhausted 
inan uneasy doze; Howard was able to sit down himself, ~ 
and rest. He glanced back at the land. It was practically. , 
lost. to sight; only a dim shadow showed where France lay : 
behind them. He stared back at Brittany with deep Te- 
ret, in bitter lonely sadness. With all his heart he wished : 
that he was back there wite Nicole o ono o o cee 
Presently he roused himself. They were not home yet; 
must not give way to depression. He got up restlessly. 
id stared around. There was a steady little night breeze 
rom the southeast; they were making about four knots. 
“Iti is going well,” said Pocquet “IE this wind holds we 
all hardly need the engine.” A mer ry ee 
The young fisherman was sitting ona thwart smoking 
a ‘aporal.. He glanced back over his shoulder. To the 
right,” he said without moving. “Put it this s ay So. Keep. 
€ a ta and looks always at t your star.” | 


ing y ? wiil des cabbie weight of ne Tods on as 
a to Focque peg hat little 





By the time that we e reach England he will be: a l helms. 
: “man.” CF 
“The old man ‘fumed to Pièire “You. can do that very 
ye ” he said. “How do you know which way to go” 
: In the dim light of the waning moon he saw Pierre 
stating straight ahead. “Focquet told me,” he replied. The 


old man had to strain to catch his little voice above the 
eae lapping of the waves. “He said, to sail at. those square stars 


ap there.” He raised his little arm and pointed at the. 


5 Bear. ‘That i is where we are going to, m’sieur. ‘That is the | : 
-way to America, under those stars. There is so much food 


there that you can give some to a dog and have him for 
| your friend. Mademoiselle Nicole told me so.’ cae 
i Presently he grew tired; the boat began to ange. fiom 
Othe. Bear. Focquet threw the stump of his cigarette into 
the sea and routed out a heap of sacking. Howard too 
the helm and the young man arranged a sleepy little bor 
< upon the floor beside their feet. After a time. Focquet la 
- down himself on the bare boards and slept for an hou: 
while the old man sailed the boat on through the starlight, 7 
All night they saw no ships at all upon the sea. Ship: 
may have been near them, but if so they were sailing with 
out lights and did not trouble them. But in the half light 
of dawn, at about half past four, a destroyer came towards 
them from the west, throwing a deep, feathery bow waye 
“of white foam aside as she c cut through the water, bearing 
down | on them. r E A 
a he slowed a quarter of a mile away and turned from 3 
“grey, menacing spear into rather a battered, rusty ship 
menacing still but worn with much hard work. A young 
man in duffle coat and service T shouted Ta hen fro: 
the bridge, megapho ne it 3 





| Howard shouted back “Some of us are English.” mee ne 


~The young man waved at him cheerfully. ‘Can you ae 


- : to Plymouth all right?” oe ee 
“We want to go to Falmouth.” i The whine’ of the de : 


- stroyer’ s fans and the lapping of the waves made conver- o 


: -sation difficult. 


“You've got to go to Plymouth, Plymouth! Is that a : : 


i a right for you?” 


< Howard spoke quidly to Focquet, and then nodded toe 
the ship. The young officer waved at him again and stepped 
back. There was a sudden foaming at the stern and the 
destroyer shot away upon her course up Channel. They oe 
__ were left tossing in the creamy effervescence of her wake. 
ve They altered course two points | towards the east, and i 
started up the engine, giving them about six knots of 


speed. The children roused, and in wailing 1 misery began E 
to vomit again. They were all cold, and very tired, and = 
desperately hungry. | e 
Presently the sun came up and the Kay grew warm. The : 
Pe old: man gave them alla little drink of wine and water. 
os PALL: morning they plug gged on over a sunlit, summer sea. 
“Now and again the young Frenchman asked Howard. the _ 
time, studied the sun, and made a correction to his course. 
-Àt noon a thin blue line of land appeared. ahead of f them — 
to the north, o ee 
At about three o ‘clock a inula dod ba aa 
aked. who they were, and, as- they tossed beside her, 
showed them the high land of Rame Head, on the horizon. - 
_ At about half past five they were off Rame Head. A 
quoter launch, a little yacht in time ‘of peace, ranged up 
alongside _ them; an RN. V. R | lieutenant questioned 
them naain. “You know th Cattewater?” he shouted to 





Howard. “Where the flying boats are? That’s s right. Go up 
there and into the basin on the north side. All refugees, : 
Loe land at the fish quay in the basin. Got that? Okay.” 4 
The launch sheered off and went upon her way. The: 
Be fishing boat nosed i in past Rame Head, past Cawsand, past 
the breakwater into the shelter of the Sound. Ahead of. 

them lay, Plymouth on its hills, grey and peaceful by its. 
harbour in the evening sunlight. Howard stared at it, and 
sighed « a little. It seemed to him that he had been 2 happier 

a France than he would be in his own land. e 
ooo The. sight of the warships in the Sound, the land, and 
hë calmer water revived the children a little; they began 

to look about and take an interest again. Under the old 

man’s” guidance Focquet threaded his way through the 

warships; off Drake’s Island they c came to the wind and low- 

ered the brown sail. Then, under engine only, they ma 

; ‘their 1 way to the fish | quay. | 

ie There were other boats. before them ; at Site quay, oats 
full of an assortment of mixed nationalities, clambering 
ashore and. into England. They lay off for a quarter of an 
hour before they could get to the steps, while the gulls 
! reamed around them and stolid men in blue jerseys 
looked down upon them, and holiday girls in ‘summer 
cotton frocks took photographs of the scene oo a 

UAL last they were all stumbling | up the ‘steps to. join: the 
crowd of refugees i in the fish market. Howard was still in 
the clothes of. a Breton labourer, unshaven, and v very, ry 
tired. The children, or y and exhausted, c 





la; ae she said in very bad French, Pas cs on peut v vous ate 7 
“Howard collapsed o onto thes seat ad sat’ there half in 

© coma, utterly exhausted. Once or twice women in uniform 
came to them and asked them questions, which he an- 
-gwered mechanically, Half an hour later a young gil 
_ brought them cups of tea, which they took gratefully. 
we ‘Refreshed, the old man took more interest in his sur- 
see voandingh He he: ard a cultured Englishwoman’s Ss voice. 


Ce “ “There s that lot over there, Mis Dyson. All those chil- 
a fren with the two men,’ 


A ` “What nationality ; are they?” ES 
- “They seem to be a mixed lot. ‘There's rather an at 


active little girl there who speaks German.” | 
“Poor little thing! She | must be “Austrian” Le 


There was an a exclamation o£ ¢ concern. “I bad: no 0 idea 
| ut they’ re in sucha state! Have you seen their poor lit- 
tle heads? My dear, they’ re lousy, every one of them. 
There was a shocked pause. “That horrible old man— 
wonder how he came to be i in charge of them.” 


: The old man closed. his eyes, smiling. a little. Thi as 
the I 'ngland that he knew and understood. This was peace 





gun had fired; over 
. Then came the long 
om. 


-= We got up stiffly from our chairs. I went over to 
the long window at the far end of the room, pulled back 
the curtains and threw | f 


-the window fell 


_ blew fresh into our faces with a bitter, 


Ken windows from the frames, letting the 
se pavements, going methodically from room 


oy 


spreading over London. It was 





n 1 if he’ might send Rose. I one 
oS ama a woman ‘that. I know to go with them, and. take them oe 
to Coates Harbor.” a | 
“And Anna too?” a ee ae oo 
ee Be. nodded. “Anna went too.” “We moved towards the oi 
ee door. “I hada letter this week from her uncle in White a 
a : Falls. He said that he had : sent a cable. to his brother mo 
Germany, so that ought to be all right.” : 


“Your daughter must have had a bit ofa shock vha oe 


“they arrived,” I said. as | o 
_. He laughed, “Well, I don’ t know. I sent a ‘table asking oe 
if she’d have them, and she said she would. She’ll be alo 
3 i | ta be reorganizing the 
iding a swimming pool, 
nd a new boathouse for their boats. I think that hey 1 
-be very happy there.” 600006 eee 3 , | 
We went downstairs i in the grey an and parted i in the 
hall: He ‘went out. a few steps ahead of. me; I paused to 
oe ask the night porter about damage to the club. He said ; 
that they had had a fire bomb on the roof, but that young 
Ernest. had kicked it about till it went out. He said. there. 
was no gas or water coming to the © building, , but that the 
electricity had survived the big: ge ee Pee oe 
et Ty yawned. T ‘spent ‘the ight up i in the e smoking Toom, 
talking to Mr. Howard, my said. A 
i The man nodded. "I looked in in once | or twice and saw 
you sitting with him,” he said. or said. to the steward, I 
said—quite a good thing you was with him. He's got to 
look a great deal older recenth o 
Yes,” I said. a E m afraid. 1e has 








the porter sai 
deal of good.” oe en ee 
-I went out, and the g glass crunched tinkling beneath my 


tah, 


fain 
Wee 





st 
ee 





